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Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle, 


CINCE 'tis th Intent and Buſineſs of the Stage, 
To copy out the Follies of the Ape ; 
To hold to every Man a faithful Glaſs, | 
And fhew him of what Species he's an Aſs : 
T hope the next that teaches in the School, 
Will ſbeau our Author he's a ſcribbling Fool. | 
And that the Satire may be ſure to bite, 7 


Kind Heaw'n ! Inſpire ſome venom'd Prieft to write, 

And grant ſome ugly Lady may indite. © i _ 

For I wou'd hawe. him laſh'd, by Heavens! I awou'd, 

Till his Preſumption ſwam away in Blood. 

Three Plays at once proclaim a Face of Braſs, 

No matter what they are; That's not the Caſe, 0 

To ewrite three Plays, e en that's to be an Aſs. 

But what I leaft forgive, he knows it too, 

For to his Caſt he lately has known you. | 

Experience ſhews, to many a Writer's Smart, 

You hald a Court\where Mercy ne er had part; 

So much of. the old Serpent's Sting you have, 

You lowe to damn, as Heaven delights to ſave, * 

In foreign Parts, let a bold Volunteer, | 

For Public Good, upon the Stage appear, 0 

He meets ten thouſand Smiles, to diſſipate his Fear. 

All tickle on th' adventurmg young Beginner, 

And only ſcourge th* incorrigible Sinner; 

They touch indeed his Faults, but with a Hand 

So gentle, that his Merit ſtill may fland : 

Kindly they buoy the Follies of his Pen, 

That he may ſhun em when he writes again. 

But tis not ſo in this good-natur'd Town, „ 

Al's one, an Ox, a Poet, or a Crown ; c 

Old England's Play was always knocking down. e 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Conſtant, OTE Mr. Verbruggen. 
 Heartfree, Mr. Hudſon. 
Sir John Brute, | Mr. Betterton. 
Treble, a je Hy 8 Mr. Bowman. 
Razor, Valet « Chambre to Sir 
John Brute, FMr. Bozwen, 
| juſtice of the Peace, | Mr. Bright. 
. (rn is tc ompanions to Sir Job Brute. 
Conſtable and Watch. | 7 
Lady Brute, © me Mrs. 8 
Belinda, her Niece, ö Mrs. B . 
Lady Fancij ul, | Mrs. Bowman. 
Madamoiſelle, Mus. Willis, 
8 and Fipe, Sel vants 21 — 
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ACT I. SCENE 7. 
S EN E, Sir John Brutc's Head. 


Enter Sir John, ſelus. 
| X HAT cloying Meat is Love when Ma- 
| x trimony's the Sauce to it? Two Years Mar- 
> W riage has debauch'd my five Senſes. Every 
* * thing I ſee, every thing I hear, every thing I 


. MN feel, every thing I ſmell, and every thing I 


taſte—methinks has Wife in't. No Boy was ever ſo weary 
of his Tutor, no Girl of her Bib, no Nun of doing Pe- 
nance, or old Maid of being chaſte, as I am of being mar- 
ried. Sure there's a ſecret Curſe entail'd upon the very 
Name of Wife. 'My Lady is a young Lady, a fine Lady, 
a witty Lady, a virtuous Lady, — and yet I hate her. 
There is but one thing on Earth J loath beyond her: That's 
Fighting. Would my Courage come up to a fourth Part of 
my Ill- nature, I'd ftand buff to her Relations, and thruſt 
her out of Doors. But Marriage has funk me down to 
ſuch an Ebb of Reſolution, I dare not draw my Sword, 
tho” even to get rid of my Wife. But here ſhe comes. | 
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Enter Lady Brute. 


| 1. Brute. Do you dine at home To-day, Sir John? 


Sir J. Why, do yon expect I ſhould tell you, what 1 
don't know m ſelf N oy | | hors 
x L. Brute. thought there was no harm in aſking you. * 
Sir F. If thinking wrong were an Excuſe for Imperti- 


| * Women might be juſtify'd in moſt things they ſiy 
or do. . 


JL. Brute. I'm ſorry I have ſaid any thing to diſpleaſe 
you-"-- 5 : 
Sir F. Sorrow for things paſt is of as little Importance 


* 


to me, as my dining at home or abroad cught to be to 


you. ; | | 
L. Brute. My Enquiry was only that I might have pro- 


_ vided what you lik'd. 


Sir FJ. Six to four you had been in the wrong there again; 
for what I lik'd Yeſterday, I don't like To-day; and what I 
like To-day, tis odds I mayn't like To-mctrow. 

L. Brute. But if I had aſk'd you what you lik'd ? 
Sir F. Why then there wou'd have been more aſking 
about it than the thing was worth. | 
L. Brute. I wiſh I did but know how I might pleaſe 
08: -. - 


Sir. J. Ay, but that ſort of Knowledge is not a Wite's 


Talent. 


L. Brute. Whate'er my Talent is, I'm ſure my Will has 
ever been to make you eaſy. 15 
Sir J. If Women were to have their Wills, the World 


wou'd be finely govern'd. 


I.. Brute. What Reaſon have I given you to, uſe me as 


vou do of late? It once was otherwiſe ; You marry'd me 
for Love. | 


Sir J. And you me for Money : 80 you have your Re- 


ward, and I have mine. 
L. Brute. What is it that diſturbs you? 
Sir J. A Parſon, _ | 
L. Brute. Why, what has he done to you? 
Sir F. He has married me. 5 Exit Sir John. 
L. Brute. (ſola.) The Devil's in the Fellow, I think 
J was told before I married him, that thus *twou'd be: But 


I thought I had Charms enough to govern him; and that 


where there was an Eftate, a Woman muſt needs bt happy; 
nd my Ambition has made 
r ſtill; if one we 
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THE PROVOK'D WIFE. 7 
be reveng d of him, theſe are good times; a Woman may 
have a Gallant, anda ſeparate Maintenance too —— The 
ſurly Puppy—yet he's a Fool for't: for hitherto he has 
been no Monſter: But who knows how far he may pro- 
voke me? I never loy'd him, yet I have been ever true to 
him ; and that, in ſpite of all the attacks of Art and Na- 
ture upon a poor weak Woman's Heart, in favour of a 
tempting Lover. Methinks ſo noble a Defence as I have 
made, ſhou'd be rewarded with better Uſage—Or who 
can tel l) Perhaps a good part of what I ſuffer from my 
Huſband, may be a Judgment upon me for my Cruelty to 
my Lover Lord, with what Pleaſure could I indulge 
that Thought, were there but a Poſſibility of finding Ar- 
guments to make it good !—— And how do I know but 
there may?—Let me ſee—— What oppoſes ? My matri- 
monial Vow-——Why, what did I vow? Ithink I promiſ- 
ed to be true to my Huſband. Well; and he promis'd to 
be kind to me : But he han't kept his Word Why 
then I'm abſolv'd from mine Ay, that ſeems clear to me. 
The Argument's good between the King and the People, 
why not between the Huſband and the Wife? O, but that 
Condition was not expreſt No matter, twas underſtood. 
Well, by all I fee, if I argue the matter a little longer with 
myſelf, I ſhan't find ſo many Bug- bears in the Way as 1 
thought FE ſhou'd. Lord, what fine Notions, of Virtue do 
we Women take up upon the Credit of old fooliſh Philoſo- 
phers ! Virtue's its own Reward, Virtue's this, Virtue's 
that———Virtue's an Aſs, and a Gallant's worth forty. 
on't. 5 : 3 | 


1 Belinda. 


Good - morrow, dear Couſin. 1 

Bel. Good-morrow, Madam; you look pleas'd this 
Morning. | X 

L. Brute. J am fo. 

Bel. With what, pray? | | 

L. Brute. With my Huſband. . 1 

Bel. Drown Huſbands; for yours is a provoking Fel- 
low: As he went out juſt now, I pray d him to tell me 


what time of Day twas; and he aſk'd me if I took him for 


the Church Clock, that was obliged to tell all the Pariſh. 

L. Brute. He has been e ſome good obliging 
things to me too. In ſhort, Belinda, he has us d me ſo 
barbarouſly of late, that I cou'dalmoſt reſolve to play the 
downright Wife and cuckold him, EG 


ZE 8 
4 12 * Rao 2 1 8 1 a 8 e 1 A 
8 — — p e r 8 * 7 2 2 
ane” ne ere on dhe 93 ore Aa, IE a — K . I n * 
4 2 . — — N 0 
| 4 > A 9 of * P Wd £ 7 mt 1 \ i ” . . 


s THE PROVOK'D WIFE. 


Jour 


64 1 * \ 
UgY 


Bel. That would be downright indeed. | | 
L. Brute. Why, after all, there's more to be ſaid for't 
than you'd imagine, Child. I know, according 'to the 
ſtrict Statute Lawof Religion, I ſhou'd do wrong: But 
if there were a Court of Chancery in Heav'n, I'm ſure I 
ſhou'd caſt him. N | | 
Bel. If there were a Houſe of Lords, you might. 
I. Brute. In either I ſhould infallibly carry my Cauſe, 
Why, he is the firſt Aggreſſor, not I. pt 
Bel. Ay, but you know we muft return Good for 


Evil. | 


L. Brute. That may be a Miſtake in the Tranſlation 


 —Pr'ythee be of my Opinion, Belinda; for I'm poſitive 
I'm in the right; and if you'll keep up the Prerogative of a 


Woman, you'll likewiſe be - poſitive you are in the right, 


whenever you do any R. you have a mind to. But I 


mall play the Fool and je 
think I'm in earneſt. 
Bel. I ſhan't take the Heng. to think of any 
thing that you deſire to keep a Secret from me. | 
L. Brute. Alas, my Dear, I have no Secrets. My 
Heart cou'd never yet confine my Tongue. | 
Bel. Your Eyes, you mean; for I'm ſure I have ſeen 


on, till I make you begin to 


them gadding, when your Tongue has been lock'd up ſafe 


enoug | | 
2 Brute. My Eyes gadding ! Pr'ythee after whom, 
id? | \ Bb 
Bel. Why, after one that thinks you hate him, as much 
as I know you love him. N | 
L. Brute. Conflant you mean. | 
Bel. I do ſo. WT, | BE x 
o ＋5 Brute. Lord, what ſhou'd put ſuch a thing into your 
ead ? 8 | 5 
Bel. That which puts things into moſt People's Heads, 
Obſervation. 5 | 
L. Brute. Why what have you obſerv'd, in the Name 


| | of Wonder ? 


Bel. J have obſerved you bluſh when you met him; 
force yourſelf away from him; and then be out of Humour 
with every thing about you: In a Word, never was 
poor Creature fo ſpurr'd on by Deſire, and fo rein'd in 


R . 
3 with Fear. 


L. Brute. How ſtrong is Fancy! 

Bel. How weak is Woman! | 4 

IL. Brute. Priythee, Niece, have a better Opinion of 
Aunt's Inclination. ee ee 5 

8 el. 
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Bel. Dear Aunt, have a better Sen of "ur Niece's 
Underſtanding. 

L. Brute. Vou'll make me angry. 

Bel. Vou'll make me laugg. 

L. Brute. Then you are reſolv d to perſiſt ? 

Bel. Poſitively. 

L. Brute. And all I can fay— 

Bel. Will ſignify nothing. | 

L. Brute. Tho' I ſhould ſwear ? twere falle 

Bel. ] ſhould think it true. 

I.. Brute. Then let us both forgive; [4g ber] for 
we have both offended: 1, in making a Secret, 3 ou, in 
diſcovering it. 

Bel. Good-Nature may do much: But you have more 
Reaſon to forgive one, than I have to pardon tother. 

L. Brute. Tis true, Belinda, you have given me ſo 
many Proofs of your Friendſhip, - that my Reſerve has been 
indeed a Crime: But that you may more eaſily forgive me, 

remember, Child, that when our Nature prompts us to a 
thing our Honour and Religion have forbid us; we wou'd 
(wer t poſſible) conceal even from the Soul itſelf, the Know- 

ledge of the Body's Weakneſs. 

"Fel. Well, T hope, to make your Friend Agios you'll. 
hide nothing from her for the uture, tho' the Body ſnou'd 
ſtill grow weaker and weaker. 

L. Brute. No, from this Moment I have no more Re- 
ſerve; and for a Proof of my Repentance, I own, Be- 
linda, I'm in danger. Merit and Wit aſſault me from 
without ; Nature and Love ſolicit me within; my Hut- 

- band's barbaroie Uſage piques me to Revenge; and Saran, 
eatching at the fair Occaſion, throws in my way that Ven- 
geance, which of all Vengeance pleaſes Women beſt. 

Bel. Tis well Conftant don't know the Weakneſs of the : 
Fortification; for o'my Conſcience he'd ſoon come on to- 
the Aſſault. 

L. Brute. Ay, and I'm afraid carry the Town too. But: 
whatever you may have-obſerv'd, I have diſſembled ſo well 
as to keep him ignorant. So you fee I'm no Coquette, 

Belinda: And if you follow my Advice, you'll never he 
one neither. *Tis true, Coquetry is one of the main In- 
gredients in the natural Compoſition of a Woman, and I, 
as well as others, cou'd be well enough pleag'd to ſetaa 
Crowd of young Fellows ogling, and glancing, and 
watching all Occaſions to do forty fooliſh officious "binge: 
"Na: ons! of em puſh on, even to hanging "a 
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drowning : Why——Faith——if I ſhou'd let pure Wo- 
man alone, I ſhou'd een be but too well pleas'd with it. 

Bel. T'll fwear *twould tickle me ſtrangely. 

L. Brute. But after all, tis a vicious Practice in us, to 
give the leaſt Encouragement, but where we deſign to come 
to a Concluſion. For 'tis an unreaſonable thing to engage 
a Man in a Diſeaſe, which we before-hand reſolve we never 
will apply a Cure to. 

Bel. *Tis true; but then a Woman muſt abandon one 
of the ſupreme Bleſſings of her Life. For I am fully con- 
vinc'd, no Man has half that Pleaſure in poſſeſſing a Miſ- 


treſs, as a Woman has in jilting a Gallant. 


L. Brute. The happieſt Woman then on Earth muſt be 


our Neighbour. 


Bel. O the impertinent Compolition 1 She has Vanity and 


Affectation enough to make her a ridiculous Original, in 


ſpite of all that Art and Nature ever furniſh'd to any of 


her Sex before her. 


L. Brute. She concludes all Men her Captives, and 
whatever courſe they take, it ſerves to confirm her in that 


Opinion. 


Bel. If they ſhun her, ſhie thinks tis Modeſty, and 


takes it for a Proof of their Paſſion, 


L. Brute. And if they are rude to her, "is Conduct, 


and done to prevent Town⸗- talk. 
Bel. When her Folly makes eim laugh, me thinks they 


are pleaſed with her Wit. 


L. Brute And when her Impertinence makes em dull, 
concludes they are jealous of her Favours. 


Bel. All their Actions and their Words, he takes for 


anted, aim at her. 
. Brave: And pities all es; Women, becauſe ſhe 


thinks they envy her. 


Bel. Pray, out of pity to ourſelves, let us Kind a better 
Subject; for I'm weary of this. Do 20% think your Huſ- 


8 band's inclined to jealouſy? 


L. Brute. O, no; he does not love me well enough for | 


that. Lord, how wrong Men's Maxims are! They ate 
ſeldom jealous of their Wives, unleſs they are very fond of 


dem; whereas they ought to conſider the Womens | Incli- 


nations; for there depends their Fate. Well, Men may 
1585 Wh But they are not ſo wile as we—that 8. certain. kf 


Hel. At leaft in our Affairs. 
L. Brute. Nay, I believe we ſhou'd out-do 'em in the 


Buſineſs of the State too; for, methinks, N28 do and 
: ve 1 5 817 but bad Work on't. 


Bel. 


In eee „ 


” ip WW 


ment as well as they? 
IL. Brute. Becauſe we have Intrigues of our own, that 


_ us more Sport, Child. And ſo let's in and co iſider 
of em. a | . 


SCENE, a Dreſing- Room. 
Enter Lady Fanciful, Madamoiſelle, and Cornet. 
L. Fan. LTO W do I look this Morning? 


| Cor. Your Ladyſhip looks very ill truly. 
L. Fan. Lard, how ill-natur'd thou art, Cornet, to tell 
me fo, tho* the thing ſhou'd be true. Don't you know that 
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Bel. Why then don't we get into the Intrigues of Govern- 


[ Exeunt. - 
Fg 


I have Humility enough to be but too eaſily out of Conceit - 


with myſelf ? Hold the Glaſs ; I dare ſwear that will have 
more Manners than you have. Madamoiſclle, let me have 


your Opinion too. 


Mad. My Opinion pe, Matam, dat your Latyſhip never 


look fo well in your Life. 


L. Fan. Well the French are the prettieſt, obliging Peo- 


ple; they ſay the moſt acceptable, well manner'd tiiings 


and never flatter. 5 ; 
Mad. Your Latyſhip ſay great Juſtice inteed. 


L. Fan. Nay, every thing's juſt in the Houſe but Cornet. 


The very Looking-Glaſs gives her the Dementi. But I'm 
almoſt afraid it flatters me, it makes me look ſo very en- 


gaging. [ Looking affectedly in the Glaſs.] 


— 


Mad. Inteed, Matam, your Face pe handſomer den all 


de Looking-Glaſs in de World. Croyez may. 


I. Fan. But is it poſſible my Eyes can be fo languiſhing | 


and ſo very full of Fire? 


Mad. Matam, if de Glaſs was Burning-Glaſs, I be- 


| lieve your Eyes ſet de Fire in de Houſe. _, 
L. Fan. You may take that Night-gown, Madamo;ſelle ; . 


get out of the Room, Cornet; I can't endure you, This 


Wench methinks does look ſo infufferably ugly. 
Mad. Every ting look ugly, Matam, dat ftand by 


: your Latyſhip. 


L. Fan. No really, Madanuiſelle, methinks you look 
mighty pretty. | 


Mad. Ah Matam ; de Moon have no Eclat ven de Sun 


appear. | | 25 
L. Fan. O pretty Expreſſion! Have you ever been in 


Love, Madamoiſelle? 
ve, Madamoiſi Mad, 
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Mad. Ouy, Matame. [| Sighing.] 

IL. Fan. And were you belov'd again? 

Mad. Non, Matame. oy” 

L. Fan. O ye Gods ! What an unfortunate Creature 
Mou'd I be in ſuch a Caſe! But Nature has made me nice 
for my own Defence: I'm nice, ſtrangely nice, Madamoi- 
elle ; I believe were the Merit of hols Mankind beſtow'd 
upon one ſingle Perſon, I ſhou'd ſtill think the Fellow want- 
ed ſomething to make it worth my while to take notice of 


him; and yet I could love; nay, fondly love, were it 


poſſible to have a thing made on purpoſe for me: For I'm 
not cruel, Madamoiſelle ; I'm only nice. : 
Mad. Ah Matam, I wiſh I was fine Gentleman for your 


| fake. I do all de ting in de World to get. leete] way into 


your Heart, I make Song, I make Verſe, I give you de 
Serenade, I give great many Preſent to Madamoiſelle ; I 


no eat, I no ſleep, I be lean, I be mad, I hang myſelf, I 


drown myſelf. Ah ma chere Dame, que je vous aimerois. 
[ Embracing ber.] | 

IL. Fan. Well, the French have ſtrange obliging ways 
with em; you may take thoſe two pair of Gloves, Mada- 


moi ſelle. | 
Mad. Me humbly tanke my ſweet Lady. 


Enter Cornet. 


Cor. Madam, here's a Letter for your Ladyſhip by the 
Penny Poſt. N 855 . 

L. Fan. Some new Conqueſt, I'll warrant you. For, 
without Vanity, I look'd extremely clear laſt Night when I 
went to the Park. O agreeable! Here's a new Son 
made of me: And ready ſet too. O thou welcome ho 


[41/ing it.] Call Pipe hither, ſhe ſhall ſing it inſtantly. 


Enter Pipe. 
Here, ang me this new Song, Pipe. © 
2 1 AL Bs 6. 
F LY, fly, you happy Shepherds, Ay; 
| Acwvorid Philira's Charms; 


"The Rigour of her Heart demes 
The Heaven that's in her Arms. 
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Neer hope to gaze, and then retire, 
Mor yielding, to be bleſt ; | 
Nature, who form'd ber Eyes of Fire, 

Of Ice compos'd her Breaſt. 


Yet, lovely Maid, this once believe 
A Slave whoſe Zeal you move ; 
| The Gods, alas, your Youth deceive, 
Their Heaw'n conſiſts in Love. 
In ſpite of all the Thanks you owe, 
> You may reproach em this, 
That aobere they did their Form beſtow 
They hawve deny'd their Bliſs. 


L. Fan, Well, there may be Faults, Madamoiſelle, but 
the Deſign is ſo very obliging, *twou'd be a matchleſs In- 
gratitude in me to diſcover em. 

Mad. May, foy, Madame I-tink de Gentleman's Song 
tell you de Trute. If you never love, you never be happy 
Ah que l'amour moy. 


Enter Servant wvith another Letter. 


Ser. Madam, here's another Letter for your Ladyſhip. 

L. Fan. Tis thus I am importun'd every Morning, Ma- 

damoijelle. Pray how do the French Ladies when they are 
thus Accablees? | | 

Mad. Matam, dey never complain. Au contraire, 
When one Freuſe Laty have got hundred Lover — Den 
the do all ſne can — to get a hundred more. 

L. Fan. Well, ſtrike me dead, I think they have le 
Gout bon. For 'tis an unutterable Pleaſure to be adoy'd by 
allithe Men, and envy'd by all the Women—Yet I'll ſwear 
I'm concern'd at the Torture I give em. Lard, why was 
I form'd to make tl.e whole Creation uneaſy ? But let me 
read my Letter. [Reads.]: © If you have a mind to hear 
e of your Faults, inftead of being praie'd for your Vir- 
« tues, take the pains to walk in the Green-walk in St. 
& Fames's with your Woman aàn Hour hence. You'll 
ec there meet one, who hates you for ſome things, as he 
* cou'd love you for others, and therefore is willing to- 
* endeavour your Reformation——If you come to the 
Place I mention, you'lÞ-know who I am; if you don't, 
© you never ſhall : ſo take your Choice.“ This is ftrange- 
ly familiar, Madamoiſelle ; now. have I a provoking Fancy 
to know. who this impudent Fellow is. | = 
f . 
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Mad. Den take your Scarf and your Maſk, and go 
to de Rendezvous. De Frenſe Laty do juſtement comme ca. 
L. Fax. Rendezvous! What, rendezvous with a Man, 
Madamoifelle ! E420 5 
Mad. Eh, pourquoy non? 
L. Fan. What, and a Man perhaps I never ſaw in my 


Life! 
Mad. Tant mieux: ceſt donc quelque choſe de nouveau. 
L. Fan. Why, how do I know what Deſigns he may 

3.1% have? He may intend to raviſh me, for aught I know. 
1 . Mad. 'Raviſh ? Bagatelle. I would fain ſee one im- 
a pudent Rogue raviſh Madamaiſelle; Ouy, je le vou drois.. 

L. Fan. O, but my Reputation, Madamniſelle, my Re- 

putation; ab ma chere Reputation. ; | 
Mad. Madame Quand on la une fois perduc——On 


en eft plus embaraſſee.. | 
| T* Fan. Fe, Madamoiſelle, Fe; Reputation is a 
Jew. | 12 5 


Mad. Qui coute bien chere, Madame. | | 
L. Fan. Why ſure you would not ſacrifice your Honour 
to your Pleaſure ? | £7 

Mad. Je ſuis Philoſophe. 

L. Fan. Bleſs me, how you talk! Why, what if Ho- 
nour be a Burden, Madamoiſelle, muſt it not be borne? 
Mad. Chaqu un a ſa facon.— Quand quelque chofe min- 

commode moy—je men defais, Vite. | 


1 | L. Fan. Get you gene, you little naughty French-aboman 
1 you; I vow and ſwear I muſt turn you out of Doors, if you 
[ talk thus. | | | F 
1 Mad. Turn me out of Doors! — turn yourſelf out of 
1 Doors, and go ſee what de Gentleman have to ſay to you 


Tenex. Voila ¶ giving her her things haſtily ] voftre Eſbar- 
pe, voila voſtre Quorfe, voila voſtre Maſque, voila tout. 
Hey, Mercure, Coquin: Call one Chair for Matam, and 
one oder [ calling within] for me: V ten vite. [Turn- 
1 her Lady, and helping her on haſtily with her things. ] 
ns, Madame depechez vous donc. Mon Dieu, quelles 
Scrupules. | [4 £24 | | pI ; 
L. Fan. Well, for once, Madamoiſelle, T'll follow your 
Advice, out of the intemperate Deſire I have to know who 
this ill-bred Fellow is. But I have too much Delicateſſe, 
to make a Practice ont. . 

Mad. Belle choſe vrayment que la Delicateſſe, lors qu'il 
Sagit de ſe devertir———a ca—— Vous voila equipee ; par- 
tons. He bien? u aver Vous donc? ag 
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L. Fan. Fay peur. 
Mad. Je men ay point moy. 
L. Fan. I dare not go. 
Mad. Demeuresz donc. 
L. Fan. Fe ſuis poltrone. 
Mad. Tant pis pour vous. 
L. Fan. Curioſity's a wicked Devil. 
Mad. Ce ſt une charmante Sainte. 
L. Fan. It ruin'd our firſt Parents. 
Mad. Elle a bien diverti leurs Enfans: 
I. Fan. L' Honneur eſt contre. 
Mad. Le Plaiſir eſt pour. 
L. Fan. Muſt I then go? | 
Mad. Muſt you go ? muſt you eat, muſt you drink, 
muſt you ſleep, muſt you live? De Nature bid you do one, 
de Nature bid you do toder. Vous me ſereg enrager. 


L. Fan. But when Reaſon correfts Nature, Mada- 


moiſelle. 5 
Mad. Elle eft donc bien inſolente, c' eſt ſa Sæur aiſuee. 


L. Fan. Do you then prefer your Nature to your Reaſon, 


Madamoiſelle? 
Mad. Ouy da. 
L. Fan. Pourquoy? 


Mad. Becauſe my Nature make me merry, my Reaſon 


make me mad. | | 
L. Fan. Ah la mechante Francoiſe. | 


Mad. Ah la belle Angloiſe. | Forcing ber Lady off. ] 
ACT H. SCENE, Si. James's Park, 
Enter Lady Fanciful and Madamoiſelle. 


L. Fan. 7 ELL, I vow, Madamoiſelle, I'm ſtrangely 
7 impatient to know who this confident Fel- 
low is. : © 7 ny FRE 
Enter Heartfree. 8 


Look, there's Heariyree. But ſure it can't be him; he's a 
profeſs'd Woman-hater. Yet who knows what my wicked 
Eyes may have done? 5 „ 
Mad. Il nous approche, Madame. | 

L. Fan. Ves, tis he: now will he be moſt intolerabiy 

cavalier, tho' he ſhou'd be in love with me. 5 

Hea. Madam, I'm your humble Servant; I perceive 
you have more Humility and Good-Nature than I thought 


you had. Ertl; 
L. Fan. 
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L. Fan. What you attribute to Humility and Good- 
Nature, Sir, may perhaps be only due to Curioſity. I had 
a mind to know who 'twas had ill Manners enough to write 
that Letter. [ Throw:ng him his Letter.) 

Fea. Well, and now I hope you are fatisfy'd.. 

L. Fan. I am ſo, Sir; Good by t'ye. 

Hea. Nay, hold there; tho' you have done your Buſi- 
neſs, I han't done mine: By your Ladyſhip's leave, we 
muſt have one Moment's Prattle together. Have you a 

. mind to be the prettieſt Woman about Town, or not? 
How ' ſhe ſtares upon me? What ! this paſles for an im- 
pertinent Queſtion with you now, becauſe you think you 
are ſo already? | . | 

Ii. Fan. Pray, Sir, let me aſk you a Queſtion in my 
Turn: By what Right do you pretend to examine me? 
Hlea. By the ſame Right that the ſtrong govern the 
weak, becauſe I have you in my power; for you cannot get 
To quickly to your Coach, but I ſhall have time enough to 
make you hear every thing I have to ſay to you. 
I.. Fan. Theſe are ſtrange | Liberties you take, Mr. 
Heartfree. | ; 7 by. : 
Hea. They are ſo, Madam, but there's no help for it; 
for know that I have a Deſign upon' you. EP 
„LL Fan. Upon me, Sir } + | 3 
Hea. Ves; and one that will turn to your Glory, and 
<p if you will but be a little wiſer than you uſe 
to be. | | | WY 
L. Fan. Very well, Sir. N 
Hea. Let me ſee Vour Vanity, Madam, I take to be 


i 


ON 


about ſome eight Degrees higher than any Woman's in the 
Town, let t'other be who ſhe will; and my Indifference is 
naturally about the ſame pitch. Now could you find the 
May to turn this Indifference into Fire and Flames, me- 
thinks your Vanity ought to be ſatisfy'd ; and this, per- 
aps, you might bring about upon pretty reaſonable 
Terms. | 
L. Fan. And pray at what rate would this Indifference 
be bought off, it one ſhou'd have ſo depraved an Appetite 
Hlea. Why, Madam, to drive a Quaker's Bargain, and 
make but one Word with you, if I do part with it you 
uk 1 N down your Affect ation. 
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L. Fan. You grow rude, Sir. Come, Madamoiſelle, 
tis high time to be gone. | | 
Mad. Allons, allons, allons. 
Hea. [flopping them.) Nay, you may as well ſtand ſtill; 
for hear me you ſhall, walk which way you pleaſe. 
L. Fan. What mean you, Sir ? 
Hen. I mean to tell you, that you are the moſt ungrate- 
ful Woman upon Earth. | | 
L. Fan. Ungrateful! To whom? 
Hea. To Nature. 
L. Fan. Why, what has Nature done for me? 
Hea. What you have undone by Art! It made you hand- 
ſome; it gave you Beauty to a Miracle, a Shape without 


Fault, Wit enough to make them reliſh, and fo turn'd 


you looſe to your own Diſcretion : which has made ſuch 
work with youu that you are become the Pity of our Sex, 
and the Jeſt of your own. There is not a Feature in your 


Face, but you have found the way to teach it ſome affected 


Convulſion; your Feet, your Hands, your-very Fingers 
Ends are directed never to move without ſome ridiculous 
Air or other; and your Language is a fuitable Trumpet, 
to draw People's Eyes upon the Raree-ſhow ? e 
Mad. [aſide] Ef} ce qu'on fais amour en Angleterre 


2 | | | 
IL. Fan. [aide] Now cou'd I cry for Madneſs, but that 
I know he'd laugh at me for it. 


Hea. Now do you hate me for telling you the Truth, 


but that's becauſe you don't believe it is ſo : for were you 
once convinc'd of that, you'd reform for your own ſake. 
But 'tis as hard to perſuade a Woman to quit any thing 
that makes her ridiculous, as tis to prevail with a Poet to 
ſee a Fault in his own Play. | . 


L Fan. Every Circumſtance: of nice Breeding muſt | 


needs appear ridiculous to one who has ſo natural an Anti- 
pathy to Good-manners. 


 Hea. But ſuppoſe I could find the means to convince you, 


that the whole World is of my Opinion, and that thoſe 
who flatter and commend you, do it to no other Intent, but 
to make you perſevere in your Folly, that they may con- 
tinue in their Mirth. 5 wh 

L. Fan. Sir, tho' you and all that World you talk of ſhow'd 


be ſo impertinently officious, as to think to perſuade me 1 


don't know how to behave myſelf ; I ſhou'd ſtill have Cha- 
rity enough for my own Underſtanding, to believe myſelf 
in the right, and all you in the wrong. : 
Mad. Le vbila mort. [ Exeunt L. Fan. and * 
| ea. 
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free. 


Hea. [gazing after her.] There her ſingle Clapper has 
«regard the Senſe of the whole Sex. Well, this once I 
ave endeavour'd td waſh theBlackamoor white, but hence- 
forward I'll ſooner undertake to teach Sincerity to a Cour- 
tier, Generoſity to an Uſurer, Honeſty to a Lawyer, nay, 
Humility to a Divine, than Diſcretion to a Woman I ſee 
hag once ſet her Heart upon playing the Fool. ; 


Enter Conſtant. 


Morrow, Conflant. | 
Con. Good-morrow, Jack: What are you doing here 

this Morning? | | 

Hea. Doing! gueſs, if you can. Why I have been 

endeavouring to perſuade my Lady Fanciful, that ſhe's the 


.  fooliſheſt Woman about Town. 


Con. A pretty Endeavour truly . 
Hea. I have told her in as plain ens as I could 8 | 
both what the Town ſays of her, and what I think of her. 


In ſhort, I have us'd her as an abſolute King would do 
Magna Charta, © n | 
Con. And how does ſhe take it? e | 
Hea. As Children do Piils ; bite them, but can't ſwal- 
low them. | ; 
Con. But, pr'ythee, what has put it into your Head, of 
all Mankind, to turn Reformer ? 0 
Hea. Why, one thing was, the Morning hung upon my 


Hands, I did not know what to do with myſelf; and ano- 


ther was, that as little as I care for Women, I cou'd not ſee 
with Patience one that Heaven had taken ſuch wondrous 
Pains about, be ſo very induſtrious to make herſelf the Jack- 
pudding of the Creation. wid | 
Con. Well, now could I almoſt wiſh to ſee my cruel 
Miſtreſs make the ſelf-ſame uſe of what Heaven has done 
tor her, that ſo I might be cur'd of a Diſeaſe that makes 
me ſo very uneaſy ; for Love, Love is the Devil, Heart- 


Hea. And why do you let the Devil govern you? 
Con. Becauſe I have more Fleſh and Blood than Grace 
and Self-denial. My dear, dear Miſtreſs, . *sdeath ! that 


ſo genteel a Woman ſhould: be a Saint, when Religion's 


out of Faſhion: | 

Hea. Nay, ſhe's much in the wrong, truly; but who 
knows how far Time and good Example may prevail ? 

Con. O! they have play d their Parts ig vain already: 
Tis now two Years ſince the damned Fellow 1 
| PE invited - 


I 
# 


THE PRO VOK D WIFE. 19 


invited me to his Wedding; and there was the firſt time I 

ſaw that charming Woman, whom I have * ever ſince, 
more than ever a Martyr did his Soul; but 

Friend, ſtill cold as the Northern Star. 

Hea. So are all Women by Nature, which makes them 
ſo willing to be warm'd. | * 1 
Con. O don't prophane the Sex; pr'ythee think them all 
Angels for her ſake; for ſne's virtuous even to a Fault. 

Hea. A Lover's Head is a good accountable thing truly; 
he adores his Miſtreſs for being virtuous, and yet is very 
angry with her becauſe ſhe won't be leut. | 


Con. Well, the only Relief I expect in my Miſery is to 


ſee thee ſome Day or other as deeply engag'd as myſelf, 
which will force me to be merry in the midſt of all my 
Misfortunes. 

Hea. That Day will never come, be aſſur d Ned. Not 
but that I can paſs a a 10 with a Woman, and, for the 
time, perhaps make myſelf as good Sport as you can do. 
Nay, I can court a Woman too, call her Nymph, Angel, 


Goddeſs, what you pleaſe: But here's the Difference 


*twixt you and I; I perſuade a Woman ſhe's an Angel, 
and ſhe perſuades you ſhe's one. Pr'ythee let me tell you 
how I avoid falling in Love; that which ſerves me fo 
Prevention, may chance to ſerve you for a Cure, : 


Con. Well, uſe the Ladies moderately then, and I'll 


hear you. | 
Hea. The uſing them moderately undoes us all ; but 


I'll uſe them juſtly, and that you ought to be ſatisfied with. 
I always conſider a Woman, not as the Taylor, the Shoe- 


maker, the Tire-woman, the Sempſtreſs, and (which 1s 
more than all that) the Poet makes her; but I conſider her 
as pure Nature has contrived her, and that more ſtrictly 
than I ſhou'd have done our old Grandmother Ewe, had I 


ſcen her naked in the Garden; for I conſider her turn'd 
inſide out. Her Heart well examin'd, I find there Pride, 


Vanity, Covetouſneſs, Indiſcretion ; but above all things, 
Malice: Plots eternally forging to deſtroy one another's 


Reputations, and as honeſtly to charge the Levity of Mens 


Tongues with the Scandat; hourly Debates how to make 


poor Gentlemen in love with them, with no other Intent 


but to uſe them like Dogs when they have done; a con- 

ſtant Deſire of doing more Milſchief, and an everlaſting 

War wag'd againſt Truth and Good-Nature. 
Con. Very well, Sir; an admirable Compoſition truly 
Hea. Then far her outſide, I conſider it merely as an 


outſide; ſhe has a thin Tiffany Covering over juſt ſuch 


Stuff 


- 
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Stuff as you and I are made of. As for her Motion, her 
Mien, her Airs, and all thoſe Tricks, I know they affect 
you mightily. If you ſhould ſee your Miſtreſs at a Coro- 
nation dragging her Peacock's Train, with all her State 
and Inſolence about her, *twould ſtrike you with all the 
awful Thoughts that Heav'n itſelf could pretend to from 
you: whereas I turn the whole matter into a Jeſt, and fup- 

ſe her ſtrutting in the ſelf ſame ſtately manner, with no- 
thing on but her Stays, and her under ſcanty quilted Petti- 
coat. | 8 N | | | 
Con. Hold thy profane Tongue; for I'll hear no more. 
* Hea. What, you'll love on then? 3 

Con. Ves, to Eternity. | 

Hea. Yet you have no. Hopes at all. 

Con. None. | | Ely | 
Hea. Nay, the Reſolution may he diſcreet enough; per- 
haps you have found out ſome new Philoſophy, that Love, 
like Virtue, is its own Reward : So you 81 your Miſtreſs 
will be as well content at a diſtance; as others that have 
leſs Learning are in coming together. 8 1 

Con. No; but if ſhe ſhould prove kind at laſt, my dear 
Heartfree, ¶ Embracing bim. 

Hlea. Nay, pr'ythee don't take me for your Miſtreſs ; 
for Lovers are very troubleſome. 2h | 

Con. Well, who knows what Time may do? 

Hea. And juſt now you was ſure Time could do nothing. 
Con. Vet not one kind Glance in two Years, is ſome- 
what ſtrange. | . 

Hea. Not ſtrange at all; ſhe don't like you, that's all 
the Buſineſs. | ES a SEO Te 

Con. Pr' ythee don't diſtract me. 3 

Hea. Nay, you are a good handſo ne young Fellow, 
ſhe might uſe you better: Come, will you go ſee her? 
Perhaps ſhe may have chang'd her Mind; there's ſome 
Hopes as long as ſhe's a Woman. ha 
Con. O, tis in vain to viſit her: Sometimes to get a 
Sight of her, I viſit that Beaſt her Huſband, but ſhe cer- 
tainly finds ſome Pretence to quit the Room as ſoon as I 
enter. | 6 

 Hea. It's much ſhe don't tell him you have made Love 
to her too; for that's another good-natur'd thing uſual 
amongſt Women, in which they have ſeveral Ends. Some- 
times tis to recommend their Virtue, that they may be 
leud with the greater Security. Sometimes tis to make 
their Huſbands fight, in hopes they may be kill'd, when 
their Affairs requireit ſhould be ſo; huf®moſt commonly 
1 > tis 
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'tis to engage two Men in a Quarrel, that they may have 
the Credit of being fought for; and if the Lover's kill'd 
in tne Buſineſs, they cry, Poor Fellow, he had ill Luck: 
and ſo they go to Cards. 
Con. Thy Injuries to Women are not to be forgiven. 
Look to't, if ever you fall into their Hands 
Hea. They can't uſe me worſe than they do you, that 
ſpeak well of em. O ho! 1 here comes the 28 5 


. E ner Sir John Brute. 


Hea. Wome humble Servant, Sir John, 

Sir. F. Servant, Sir. / 

Hea. How does all your Family ? 

Sir. J. Pox o' my Family? 
Con. How does your Lady? I han't ſeen her bait 2 
ood while. 

Sir. J. Do? I don't know how. the FRE not I; ſhe 
was well enough Veſterday, I han't been at home to-night, 

Con. What, were you out of Town? 

Sir. J. Out of Town! No; I was drinking. 

Con. You are a true Engliſoman; don't know your own 
Happineſs. If I were married to ſuch a Woman, I would 
not be from her a Night for all the Wine in Fance. 

Sir. F. Not from her !—'Oons—what a time ſhould a 
Man have of that ! 

Hea. Why there's no diviſion, I hope. 

Sir J. No; but there's a Conjunction, and that's 1 ; 
a Pox of the Parſon—Why the plague don't you two mar- 

ry? I fancy I look like the Devil to you. 

e W Why, 

_ J. No, I. believe my Wife s Religion will "ep her 
honeſt. 

Hea. And what will make her keep her Religion 2 

Sir F. Perſecution ; and therefore ſhe ſhall have it. 

Hea. Have a care, Knight, Women are tender things. 

Sir J. And yet, methinks, tis a hard Matter to break 
their Hearts. 

Con. Fy, fy ; you have- one of the beſt Wives in the 
World, and yet you ſeem the moſt uneaſy Huſband. 

Sir J. Beſt Wives I— the Woman's well . ſhe 
has no Vice that I know, of, but ſhe's a Wife, and 
damn a Wife; if I were married to a Hogſhead of Claret, 
Matrimony would make me hate it. 

Hea. Why di 
to know your o Mind. 1 


you don't think you have Horns, Pa you 17 


ou marry then ? wenge were old enou gh 
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Sir J. Why did I marry? I married becauſe I had a 
mind to lie with her, and ſhe would not let me. | 

Hea. Why did you not raviſh her? 
Sir J. Ves, and ſo have hedg'd myſelf into forty Qu 

rels with her Relations, beſides buying my pardon : but 
more than all that, you muſt know, I was afraid of being 
damn d in thoſe Days: For I kept ſneaking, cowardly 
Company, Fellows that went to Church, ſaid Grace to 
their Meat, and had not the leaſt Tinclure of Quality 
about them. 

Hea. But I think you are got into a better Gang now. 

Sir J. Zoons, Sir, my Lord Rake and I are Hand and 
Glove: I believe we may get our Bones broke together 
to- night; have you a mind to ſhare a Frolick ? 

Con. Not I, truly; my Talent lies to ſofter Exerciſes. 

Sir J. What a Down-Bed and a Strumpet? A pox of 
Venery, I fay. Will you come and Bn with me this 
Afternoon? 

Con. I can't drink to-day, but we'll come, and fit an 
Hour with you if you will. 

Sir 00 Pughs: Hen, fit an Hour J 9k can't . r 


17 Becauſe Im to foe my Miſtreſs. 

Sir F. Who's that? {1 
Con. Why, do you uſe to tell * 0 
Sir F. Ves. 

Con. So won't I. | KENT 
Sir 7. Why? 7 E 
Con. Becauſe 'tis a Secret. & v5 | 
Sir J. Would my n knew it, would be no 'Secret 
eng. 

W Why, do. you think ſhe can't keep! oSocret 7 
Sir J. No more than ſhe can keep Lent. 
Hea. Pr'ythee, tell it her to ty, Conflant, | Ye», 

Sir F. No, pr ythee, don t, that I mayn't be vage d 

with it. 
Con. T'll hold you a 8 you don * ber tell it 
u. 
Py II hold yous Guinea I'do. FFP 7 in 
Con. Which wa | © | 
Sir J. Why IIb beg 4 not to tell it me. 
Hea. Nay, if any thing does it, that will. 
Con. But do you think, Sir — 5 
Sir J. Oons, Sir, I think a Woman and a Seeret ar- 
the two impertinenteſt Themes in the Univerſe: There- 


fore pray let's hear no more of my Wife, nor * _ 
| reis. 


a = 
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ſtreſs. Damn em both with all my Heart, and every thing 
elſe that daggles a Petticoat, except four generous Whores 
with Betty Sands at the Head of em, who are drunk with 
my Lord Rake and I ten times in a Fortnight. 


[Exit Sir John. 


Con. Here's a dainty Fellow for you! And the verieſt 
_ Coward too. But his Uſage of his Wife makes me ready 
to ſtab the Villain. | 
Hea. Lovers are ſhort-ſighted : All their Senſes run into 
that of Feeling. This Proceeding of his is the only thing 
on Earth can make your Fortune, If any thing can pre- 
vail with her to.accept of a Gallaut, tis his ill Uſage of 


her; for Women will do more for Revenge than they'll 


do for the Goſpel. Pr'ythee, take Heart, I have great 
Hopes for you: And fince I can't bring you quite off ee 
T'll endeavour to bring you quite on; for a whining Lo- 
ver is the damnedſt Companion upon Earth. | 
Con. My dear Fond, flatter, me a little more with 
theſe Hopes ; for whilſt they prevail, I have Heaven with- 
in me, and could melt with Joy. 


v . 


Hea. Pray, no melting yet; let things go farther firſt, 


This Afternoon perhaps we ſhall make ſome advance. In 


the mean while, let's go dine at Locket's, and let Hope get 
you a Stomach. : | I. Exeunt. 


SCEN E, Lady Fanciful's Houſe. 
Enter Lady Fanciful, and Madamoiſelle. 


L. Fan. 1D you ever ſee any thing ſo 1mportune, 

| Madamoiſelle ? „„ SHER 
Madam. Inteed, Matam, to ſay de trute, he want lee - 
tel Good - breeding. | „ „ 

L. Fan. Good- breeding! He wants to be caned, Ma- 
damoiſelle : an inſolent Fellow ! And yet, let me expoſe my 
Weakneſs, tis the only Man on Earth I cou'd reſolve to 
diſpenſe my Favours on, were he but a fine Gentleman. 


Well! did Men but know how deep an Impreſſion a fine 


Gentleman makes in a Lady's Heart; they would reduce 
all their Studies to that of Good-breeding alone. 


Enter Cornet. 


Cor. Madam, here's Mr Treble. He has brought 
home the Verſes your Ladyſhip made, and gave him to 


L. Fan. | 


ſet, <F 


1 
| 

| 
; 
| 
; 
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I. Fan. O let him come in by all means. Now, Mada- 
Fa am I gong to be unſpeakably happy. 


5 Enier Treble. 
So, Mr. T 1110 you- Have ſet my little Dialogue ? Ro 
Tre. Yes, Madam, and 1 gs your Ladyſhip will be 


pleaſed 3 6455 | 
I. Fan. O, no doubt on't ; for really, Mr. Treble, 


you ſet all things to a wonder: But your Muſick is in par- 
- ticular heavenly, when you have my Words to clothe in't. 
Tyre. Your Words hauls, Madam, have lo much 
Muſick in em, they inſpire me. 
I.. Fan. Nay, now you make me bluſh, Mr. Tf reble 3 3 
but y let's hear what you have done. 
Tre. You ſhall, Madam. 


A SONG, to be ſung between a Man and a Woman. 


M. H! lovely Nymph, the World's on fire '; 
A Veil, 5 ppb, cruel Eyes : . ; 
W. 7. be World may then in Flames expire, 
Aus boaſt that ſo it dies. © 
M. But when all, Mortals are ., 
Mo then ſhall ſing your Provſe ? 
W. Thee who are fit to be employ'd :© 
| 7, 27 Gods Mali Altars „ 5 
Tre. Howe hats your Ladyſhip like it, Mad 
L. Fan. Rapture, Rapture, Mr. Treble, Im Yi: Rap. 
ture. O Wit and Art, what Power vou have, when join d! 
F muſt needs tell you the Birth of this little Dialogue, Mr. 
Treble. Its Father was a Dream, and its Mother was the 
Moon. I dream'd that by an unanimous Vote, I was 
choſen Queen of that pale World; and that the firſt time I 
appear d upon my Throne all my Subjects fell in love 
with me. Juſt then I wak'd, and ſeeing Pen, Ink and 
Paper lie idle upon the Table, I flid i into my Morning 
Gown, and writ this impromiu. 
Tre. So I gueſs the Dialogue, Madam, is ſuppos d to 
11 be between your Majeſty, and your firſt Miniſter of State. 
i} L. Fan. juſt; He, as Miniſter, adviſes me to trouble 
[} my Head about the Welfare of my Subjects; which I, 
| | as Sovereign, find a very impertinent Propoſal. But is the | 
| Town ſo d all, Mr, 77 cle, 1t affords us never another new | 


. Song? 
: 142 > . : Tre. 


r A end eee a 
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Tre Madam, I have one in my Pocket, came out but 

n if your Ladyſhip pleaſes to let Mrs. Pipe 
ng it. 3 


you can of this Song, here. 
S ON G. 


| 1 
N O T an Angel dwells above 
Half podair as ber I love, 
7 gow; — . receive me: 
mites, I'm indeed; 
If fhe 1 Tin quickly freed ; 
Heaven knows fbe ne er can grieve me. 
„ 
None can love ber more than I, 
Yet ſbe ne er ſhall make me die. 
If my Flame can never warm ber; 
Laſting Beauty, Tl adore, 
I. hall never love ber more 
Cruelty will ſo deform ber. 


L. Fan. Very well: This is Heartfree's Poetry without 


Queſtion. | | | 
Tre. Won't your Ladyſhip pleaſe to fing yourſelf this 
Morning ? g . . 
L. Fan. O Lord, Mr. Treble, my Cold is ſtill. fo barba- 


rous to refuſe me that Pleaſure: He, he, hem. - 
Tre. I'm very ſorry for it, Madam: Methinks all 


Mankind ſhould turn Phyſicians for the Cure on't.. 


L. Fan. Why truly, to give Mankind their due, there's 


few that know me, but have offer'd their Remedy. 


 Treb. They have reaſon, Madam; for I know no body 


fings ſo near a Cherubim as your Ladyſhip. | 

. Fan. What I do, I owe chiefly to your Skill and Care, 
Mr. Treble. People do flatter me indeed that I have a 
Voice, and a Fe-ne-ſgai-quoy in the Conduct of it, that 
will make Muſick of any thing. And truly I begin to 
believe ſo, ſince what happen'd t'other Night: Wou'd you 
think it, Mr. Treble ? walking pretty late in the Park, 
(for I often walk late in the Park, Mr. Treble) a Whim 
took me to ſing Chewy Chaſe ; and, wou'd you believe it? 
Next Morning I had three Copies of Verſes, and fix 


Billet-doux at my Levee upon it. | | 
Eat . _—_ : 


L. Fan. By all means. Here, Pipe, make what Muſick 


better than Paſſive. [ Sitiing doxun.] 
it alone too; for every Laſh I give him, perhaps he II _ 
: ; or 


— 
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Treb. And without all diſpute you deſery'd as many 


more, Madam. Are there any further Commands for 


your Ladyſhip's humble Servant? | | 
IL. Fan. mn more at this Time, Mr. Treble. But 
I ſhall expe& you here every Morning for this Month, 
to ſing my little Matter there to me,. I'll reward you for 
your Pains. | 
Treb. O Lord, Madam 
L. Fan. Good-morrow, ſweet Mr. Treble. 
Treb. Your Ladyſhip's moſt obedient Servant. 
P | [ Exit Tr eb. 


Enter Serwant. 


Serv. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to dine yet? 

L. Fan. Ves, let em ſerve. [Exit Serwant.] Sure this 
Heartfree has bewitch'd me, Madamoiſelle. You can't 
imagine how od]y he mixt himſelf in my Thoughts during 
my Rapture e en now. I vow 'tis a thouſand Pities he is 
not more poliſh'd ; Don't you think ſo? 

Madam. Matam, I tink it ſo great pity, dat if I was 


in your Ladyſhip place, I take him home in my Houſe, I 


lock him up in my Cloſet, and 1 never let him go till I 
teach him every ting dat fine Laty expect from fine Gen- 
tleman. | | 
L. Fan. Why truly, I believe I ſhou'd ſoon ſubdue his 
Brutality ; for without doubt, he has a ſtrange Penchant to 
grow fond of me, in ſpite of his Averſion to the Sex, elſe 
he wou'd ne'er have taken ſo much pains about me. Lord, 
how proud wou'd ſome poor Creatures be of fuch a Con- 
queſt ! But I alas, I don't know how to receive as a Fa- 
vour,: what I take to be ſo infinitely my due. But what 
ſhall T do to new mould him, Mademoiſelle ? for till then 
he's my utter Averſion. | 
Madam. Matam, you muſt laugh at him in all de place 
dat you meet him, and turn into de reticule all he ſay, and 
all he do. | | | 
L. Fan. Why truly, Satire has ever been of wond'rous 
uſe to reform ill- manners. Beſides, tis my particular Ta- 
lent to ridicule Folks. I can be ſevere, ſtrangely ſevere, 
when I will, Madamoiſelle Give me the Pen and Ink 
-Lfind myſelf whimfical——T'l write to him. — Or 


Tu let it alone, and be ſevere upon him that way [ Sitting 


down to write, riſing up again. Vet active Severity is 
"Tis as good let 


3 


much Satire ſhould be loſt. [ Sitting. 
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for a Favour. [R Mug. vet tis a thouſand Pities ſo 
But if it ſhou'd 


have a wrong effect upon him, *ewould diſtract me. [Rifeng.] 
Well, I muſt write tho' after all. [ Sitting. | Btw va 


I'II let it alone, which is the ſame thing. [Ring.] 


Mad. La woila determinee. - "Sw 


ACT Il. SCENE ofens. Sir John, Lady 


Brute, and Belinda ring from the Table. 


Sir J. H E R; take away the things ; I expect com- 


17 5 pos But firſt bring me a Pipe; 3 Pll 3 
0 a Servan 


IL. Brute. Lord, Sir Jobn, I wonder you won t leave 


that naſty Cuſtom. 


Sir J. Pr'ythee don't be impertinent. 
Bel. [to Lady Brute. ] 1 wonder who thoſe are be expects | 


this Afternoon? 


L. Brute. I'd give the World to Kacey, Perhaps 'tis 
Co:;flant, he comes here ſometimes; if it does prove him, 
I'm reſolv'd I'll ſhare the Viſit. | 

Bel. We'll ſend for our Work and ſit here. 

L. Brute. He'll choak us with his Tobacco. 

Bel. Nothing will choak us when we are doing what we 
have a mind to. Lowerwell! 


| Enter Lovewell. 


Low. 1 

L. Brute, Here; bring my Coufin's Work and mine | 
hither. [Exit Lov. and re-enters wwith- their Work.] 

Sir J. Why, Pox, can't you Work ſomewhere elle r » 

L. Brute. We ſhall be careful not to diſturb. you, Sir. 

Bel. Your Pipe would make you too thoughtful, Uncle, 
if AN doe were left alone ; our Prittle-prattle will cure your 


Pair J. Will it ſo, Mrs. Pert! Now I believe it will ſo 
increaſe it. ¶ Sitting and  ſmoaking.] I ſhall take my own 
Houſe for a Paper-mill. 

L.. Brute. [to Bel. aſide.] Don t let s niind him; let Him 
ſay what he will. 

Sir F. A Woman's Tongue a Cir for the Spleen 
Oons——{ fide. | It a Man had got the Head-ach, they'd 
be for applying the ſame Remedy. 

L. Brute, Lou have done a great deal, „ Belinda, ſince 


1 Bel. 


Yeſterday. 


Se Fog - f 0 
vr rt Zo i — 1 ** £ 
— Wo WP 4 * 7. 


- . 
3 n 1 S- 2 


28 THE PRO VOK D WIFE. | 

Bel. Yes I have work'd very hard ; how do you like 
it? 5 

L. Brute, O, tis the pretiet Fringe in the World, 
Well, Couſin, you have the happieſt Fancy : Pr Ithee ad- 
viſe me about altering my Crimſon Petticoat. 

Sir J. A Pox o your Petticoat; here's ſuch a prating, 
a Man can't digeſt his own Thoughts for you. 

L. Brute. Don't anſwer him. [afide.) Well, what do 
you adviſe me ? 

Bel. Why, makin: 1 would not alter it at all. Me- 
thinks tis very pretty as it is. 

I. Brute. Ay, that's true: But you know one grows 

weary of the prettieſt things in the World, when one has 


| had m long. 


Sir F. Yes, I have taught her that. 

Bel. Shall we provoke him a little ? 

L. Brute. With all my Heart. Belinda, don't you 
long to be marry'd ? 

Bel. Why, thereare ſome things in it I could like well 


| ey; 


IL. Brute. What do you think you ſhou'd diſlike ? 
Bel. My huſband, a hundred to one elſe. 
L. Brute. O ye wicked Wretch ! Sure you don't peak 


as you think. 


Bel. Yes, I do: efvecialdy if he ſmoak d Tobacco. [He 
looks earnefily at em.] 

L. Brute. Why, that many times takes off worſe Smells. 

Bel. Then he muſt ſmell very ill indeed. 

L. Brute. So ſome Men will, to keep their Wives from 
coming near *em. 

Bel. Then thoſe Wives ſhou'd cuckold em at u diſ- 
tance. [He riſes in a Fury, throws his Pipe at em, and 
«rives em out. As they run off, Conſtant and Heartfree 
enter. Lady Brute runs againſt Conſtant.} 

Sir F. Oons, get you gone up Stairs, you confederat- 
ing Strumpets you, or I'll cuckold you with a Vengeance. 

L. Brute. O Lord, he'll beat us, he 1 beat us. Dear, 
* Mr. Conſtant, ſave us. 2 4525 as 

Sir. J. I'll cuckold you with a Prix. 

Cox. Heay'n ! Sir John, what's the matter? 

Sir J. Sure, if Woman had been ready created, he 
Devil, inſtead of being kick'd down into Hell, had deen 


| marry'd. 


Hea. Why, what new Plague have you found now ? 
Sir J. Why theſe two Gentlewomen did but hear me 
ay, 1 expected you here this Afternoon; ke ate 063 


they 
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they preſently reſoly'd to take up the Room, o' purpoſe to 
plague me and my Friends. | | 8 

Con. Was that all? Why we ſhou'd have been glad of 
their Company. T y { 

Sir J. Then I ſhould have been weary, of yours: for I 
can't reliſh both together. They found Fault with my 
ſmoaking Tabacco too; and ſaid Men ſtunx. But I have 
a good Mind to ſay ſomething, : 

Con. No, nothing againſt the Ladies, pray. | 

Sir F. Split the Ladies. Come, will you fit down ? Give 
us ſome Wine, Fellow ? You won't ſmoak ? 

Con. No, nor drink neither at this Time, I muſt aſk 
your Pardon. WE - 4 
Sir F. What, this Miftreſs of yours runs in your Head! 
III warrant it's ſome ſuch ſqueamiſn Minx as my Wife, 
that's grown 1o dainty of late, ſhe finds Fault even with a 
dirty Shirt. 5 

Hea. That a Woman may do, and not be very Dainty 
neither. 

Sir J. Pox of the Women, let's drink. Come, you 
ſhall take one Glaſs, tho” I lend for a Box of Lozenges to 
ſweeten your Mouth after it. | : 

Con, Nay, if one Glaſs will ſatisfy you, I'll drink it, 
without putting you to that Expencc. : 

Sir J. Why that's honeſt. Fill ſome Wine, Sirrah,; 
So here's to you, Gentlemen—A Wife's the Devil, To 
your being both married. [They drank.]J | 

Hea. O, your moit humble Servant, Sir. 

Sir F. Well, how do you like my Wine? 

Con. Tis very good indeed. 

Hea. Tis admirable. | 

Sir F. Then give us t'other Glaſs. i 

Con. No, pray excuſe us now : We'll come another 
time, and then we won't ſpare it. DT = | 

Sir J. This one Glaſs, and no more. Come, it ſhall 
be your Miſtreſs's Health: And that's a great compliment 
from me, I aſſure you. 

Con. And 'tis a very obliging one to me: So give us the 
Glaſſes. 1 | Y 

Sir J. So; let her live. [Sir John coughs in the Glaſs.] 

 Hea. And be kind. 

Con. What's the matter? Does it go the wrong way? 
Sir J. If I had Love enough to be jealous, I ſhow 
take this for an ill Omen: For 1 never drank my Wife's 
Health in my Life, but I puk'd in the Glaſs. 57 
8 | B 3 5 Con. 
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; 2 O ſhe's too virtuous to make any reaſpnable Man 
ous. ' 8 | | | 
* J. Pox of her Virtue. If I cou'd but catch her adul- 
terating, I might be divorc'd from her by Law. . 
Hea. And ſo pay her a yearly Penſion, to be a diſtin- 


* 


guith'd Cuckold. * 
| Enter Serwant. 


Serv. Sir, there's my Lord Rake, Colonel Bully, and 
ſome other Gentlemen at the Blue-Pofts, deſire your 
Company. | | 

'Sir F. Cod's ſo, we are to conſult about playing the 

Devil to-night. | ; 
Hea. Well, we won't hinder Buſineſs. 
Sir J. Methinks I don't know how to leave you tho” : 
But for once I muſt make bold. Or look you; may be 
the Conference mayn't laſt long! So if you'll wait here half 
an Hour, or an Hour ; if I don't come then why then 
I won't come at all. | wh 
Hea. [to Conft.) A good modeſt Propoſition, truly. 
„„ | 
Con. But let's accept on't however. Who knows what 
may happen? | CN g let 

Hea. Well, Sir, to ſhew you how fond we are of your 
Company, we'll expect your Return as long as we can. 
Sir J. Nay, may be I mayn't ftay at all; but Buſineſs, 

you know, muſt be done. So, your Servan Or hark 
ou, if you have a mind to take a Friſk with us, I have an 
Intereſt with my Lord; I can eaſily introduce you. 
Con. We are much beholden to you; but for my part, 
I'm engag'd another way. 5 * 

Sir J. Wat! to your Miſtreſs, T'l] warrant. Pr'ythee 
leave your naſty Punk to entertain herſelf with her own 
lewd Thoughts, and make one with us to-night. | 

Con. Sir, *tis Buſineſs that is to employ me. 

Hea. And me ; and Buſineſs muſt me done, you know. 

Sir J. Ay, Womens Buſineſs, tho' the World were. 
conſum'd for't. N [Exit Sir John. 
Con. Farewel, Beaſt ; and now, my dear Friend, would 
my Miſtreſs be but as complaiſant as ſome Men's Wives, 
who think it a piece of good Breeding to receive. the Viſits 

of their Huſband's Friends in his Abſence. : 

Hea. Why for your ſake I could forgive her, tho' ſhe 
ſhould be fo complaiſant to receive ſomething elſe in his 
Abſence, But what way ſhall we invent to ſee her ? 
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Con. O ne er hope it: Invention will prove as vain as 
Wiſhes, A | 


Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. 


Hen. What do you think now, Friend ? 

Con. I think I ſhall ſwoon. | £ 

Hea. I'll ſpeak firſt then, whilſt you fetch breath. 

L. Brute. We think ourſelves oblig'd, Gentlemen, to 
come and return you thanks for your Knight-Errantry. 
We were juſt upon being devour'd by the fiery Dragon. 
3 Did not his Fumes almoſt knock you down, Gen- 

emen. 7 ns 

Hea. Truly, Ladies, we did undergo ſome Hardſhips; 

and ſhould have done more, if ſome greater Heroes than 
ourſelves hard by had not diverted him. 
Con. Tho' I'm glad of the Service, you are pleas'd to 
ſay we have done you; yet I'm ſorry we could do it in no 
other way, than by making ourſelves privy to what you 
would perhaps have kept a Secret. 

L. Brute. For Sir John's part, I ſuppoſe he deſign'd it 
no Secret, ſince he made fo much Noiſe. And for my- 
ſelf, truly I'm not much concern'd, ſince 'tis fallen only 
into this Gentleman's Hands and yours; who, I have ma- 
ny Reaſons to believe, will neither interpret nor report any 
thing tomy diſadvantage. | Bhs : 

Con. Your good Opnion, Madam, was what I fear'd 
I never could have merited. 7 

L. Brute Your Fears were vain then, Sir; for Fm juſt 
to every body. | 

Hea. Pr'ythee, Conflant, what is' t you do to get the. 
Lady's good Opinions; for I'm a Novice at it? J os 

Bel. Sir, will you give me leave to inſtru&t you 

Hea. Ves, that I will with all my Soul, Madam. 

Bel. Why then you muſt never be ſlovenly; never be 
out of humour, fare well and cry Roaſt-meat, ſmoak To- 
bacco, nor drink but when you are dry. 

Hea. That's hard. | oh 

Con. Nay, if you take his Bottle from him, you break 
his Heart, Madam. 25 

Bel. Why, is it poſſible the Gentleman can love drink- 
wel: 3 
IS Only by way of Antidote, 

Bel. Againft what, pray ? 
Hea. Againſt Love, Madam. N 
IL. Brute. Are you afraid 95 being in Love, Sir? 


4 Hegz 
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Hea. I ſhou'd, if there were any Danger of it. 

L. Brute. Pray why ſo? : | 2 5 
Hea. Becauſe I always had an Averſion to being us'd 
like a Dog. Log | 

Bel. Why, truly, Men in Love are ſeldom us'd better. 
L. Brute But were you never in Love, Sir? 

Hea. No, I thank Heav'n, Madam. 7 

Bel. Pray, where got you your Learning then? 

Hea. From other People's Expence. 

Bel. That's being a ſpunger, Sir, which is ſcarce ho- 
neſt ; If you'd buy ſome Experience with your own Mo- 
ney, as *twould be fairlier got, ſo twould itick longer by 
you. 


Enter Footman. 


Foot. Madam, here's my Lady Farciful, to wait upon 
your Ladyſhip. 25 | 5 

L. Brute. Shield me, kind Heaven ! What an Inunda- 
tion of Impertinence is here coming upon us? 1 


Enter Lady Fanciful, awho runs firſt to Lady Brute, then 
| |] to Belinda, king 'em. | 


L. Fan. My dear Lady Brute, and ſweet Belinda, me- 
thinks tis an Age ſince 1 ſaw you. | 

L. Brute. Yet 'tis but three Days ; ſure you have paſs'd 
your Time very ill, it ſeems ſo long to you. | 

L. Fan. Why really, to confeſs the Truth to you, I am 
ſo everlaſting] Kuga with the Addreſſes of unfortunate 
Gentlemen, that, were it not for the Extravagancy of the 
Example, I ſhou' d e en tear out theſe wicked Eyes with my 
own Fingers, to make both myſelf and Mankind eaſy. 
What think you on't, Mr. Heartfree, for I take you to be 
my faithful Adviſer ? | N 

Hea Why truly, Madam I think every Project 
that is for the good of Mankind, ought to be encourag d. 
L. Fan. Then I have your Conſent, Sir? | 
Hea. To do whateyer you pleaſe, Madam. EE, 
L. Fan. You had a much more limited Complaiſance 
this Morning, Sir. Would you believe it, Ladies ? The 
Gentleman has been ſo exceeding generous, to tell me of 
above fifty Faults, in leſs Time than it was well poſſible for 
me to commit two of em. 

Con. Why truly, Madam, my Friend there is apt to 
be ſomething fanuliar with the Ladies, | 8 

LD | Fan. 
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L. Fan. He is indeed, Sir; but he's wond'rous chari- 
table with it: He has had the Goodneſs to deſign a Refor- 
mation, ev'n down to my Fingers-end. 'T'was thus, I 
think, Sir, [Opening her Fingers in an aukwerd Mauer.] 
you'd have em ſtand—— My Eyes too he did not like: 
How was't you wou'd have directed em? Thus I think, 
{ Staring at him.] Then there was ſomething amiis in 
my Gait too: I don't know well how 'twas ; but as I take 
it, he would have had me walk like him. Pray, Sir, do 
me the Favour to take a turn or two ahout the Room, that 
the Company may ſee you He's ſullen, Ladies, and 
won't. But, to make ſhort, and give you as true an Idea 
as I can of the Matter, I think *twas much about this Fi- 
gure in general, he would have moulded me to: But I 
was an obſtinate Woman, and could not reſolve to make 
myſelf Miſtreſs of his Heart, by growing as aukward as 
his Fancy. [She walks' aukward!ly about, flaring and 
looking ungainly, then changes on a ſudden to the Extremity 
ef ber uſual Affectation. | | 5 

Hea. Juſt thus Women do, when they think we are in 
love with 'em, or when they are ſo with us. [Here Conſtant 
and Lady Brute talk together apart. ] | 

L. Fan. *T would however be leſs Vanity for me to con- 
clude the former, than you the latter, Sir. | 
Hea. Madam, all I ſhall preſume to conclude, is, that 
if I were in Love, you'd find the means to make me ſoon” 
weary on' t. 

L. Fan. Not by over- fondneſs upon my Word, Sir. 
But pray let's ſtop here; for you are ſo much govern'd by. 
Inſtinct, I know you'll grow brutiſh at laſt. | 

Bel. [afide.) Now am I ſure ſhe's fond of him: III try 
to make her jealous. Well, for my part, I ſhould! be 
glad to find ſome-body would be fo free with me, that I 
might know my Faults, and mend em. | 

L. Fan. Then pray let me recommend this Gentleman 
to you: I have known him ſome time, and will be Surety 
for him, that upon a very limited Encouragement on uur 
Side, you ſhall find an extended Impudence on his. 

Hea. I thank you, Madam, for your Recommendation: 
But hating Idleneſs, I'm unwilling to enter into a Place 
where I believe there would be nothing to do. I was fond 
of ſerving your Ladyſhip, becauſe I knew you'd find me 
conſtant Employment. TE gÞ- 

L. Fan. I told you he'd be rude, Belinda. e 
Bel. O, a little Bluntneſs is a ſign of Honefty, Which 


makes me always ready to pardon it. So, Sir, if you 
B 5 have 
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have no other Exceptions to my Service, but the fear of 
being idle in it, you may venture to liſt yourſelf : I ſhall 
find you Work, I warrant you. 

Hea. Upon thoſe Terms I engage, Madam ; and this 
(Age your Leave) I take for Earneſt. [Offering to kiſs ber 


Bel. Hold there, Sir; I m none of ; Moor Earneſt givers. 55 
But if I'm well ſerv'd, I 77 good Wages, and pay punc- 
| 8 [Heart. and Be 


5 i an. [4/ JI don't like this jeſting between em 
Methinks the Fool begins to look as if he were in earneſt— 
but then he mult be a Fool indeed. -Lard, what a Dif- 
ference there is between me and her. ¶ Looking at Bel. 

ſcornfully.) How I ſhou'd deſpiſe ſuch a Thing,” Fa I were 

a Man! What a Noſe the has What 4 Chin 

| What a Neck——Then her Eyes——And the warſt kiſ- 

ſing Lips in the Univerſe——No, no, be can never like 


ſeem to continue talking Van. 5 


her, that's poſitive Vet I can't ſuffer em together Wy -.. 


longer. Mr. Heartfree, do you know, that you and I 
muſt have no Quarrel for all this? I can't forbear being a 
little ſevere now and then: But Women, Wa W may 5 
be allowed any thing. | | 

Hea. Up wy certain Age, Madam. | PIR: 

L. Fan. Which I'm not ye pal I hope iy ] 

Hea. [Afide.) Nor never will, I dare fw. Wear. 

L. Fan. {to Lady Brute. ]. Come, Madam, will your 
Ladyſhip be Witneſs to our Reconciliation? Þ— + 

Brute. You agree then at laſt? | ö 
lea. [/lightingly.] We forgive. 

L. Fan. [a/ide:] That was a cold ill- natur d Reply. 

L. Brute. Then there s no Challenges ſent between Pp 

3 | 

Hea. Not from me, I promiſe [4/ _ to Conſtant. ] But 
that's more than I'll do for her; for I know ſhe can as well 
be damn'd as forbear writing to me, 

Con, That I believe. But I think we had beſt be going, 
leſt ſhe ſhould ſuſpect ſomething, and be malicious. 

Hea. With — Heart. 

Con. Ladies, we are your humble Servants, I ſee Sir 
John is quite engag'd, twould be in vain to expect him. 
Come, Heartfree. [Extt, 
Hea. Ladies, your Servant, [ To Belinda. J I hope, Ma- 
dam, you won't WOT. our hs 3, I'm to ſay what I 
5 Rent „ [Exit Ns 

| &. 
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Bel. Liberty of Speech entire, Sir. 5 
IL. Fan. [aſide.] Very pretty truly — But how the 
Blockhead went out languiſhing at her; and not a Look 
toward me Well, Churchmen may talk, but Miracles 
are not ceas d. For *tis more than natural, ſuch a rude 
Fellow as he, and ſuch a little Impertinent as ſhe, ſhould 
be capable of making a Woman of my Sphere uneaſy. 
But J can bear her fight no longer -methinks ſhe's grown 
ten times uglier than Cornet. I muſt home, and ſtudy Re- 
venge. [to Lady Brute.) Madam, your humble Servant; 
I muſt take my leave. ap ORE 

L. Brute. What, going already, Madam? 
IL. Fan. I muſt beg you'll excuſe me this once; for really 


I have eighteen Viſits to return this Afternoon: So you ſee 


I'm importun'd by the Women as well as the Men. 
Bel. Laſide.] And ſhe's quits with them both.. 
IL. Fan. [ going.) Nay, you ſhan't go one Step out of 

the Room. | | 4 7 85 

L. Brute. Indeed I'll wait upon you down. | 5. 

L. Fan. No, ſweet Lady Brute, you know I ſwoon at: 

Ceremeny.. Fs OO 

L. Brute, Pray give me leave. 

IL. Fan. You know I won't. 

L. Brute. Indeed I muſt. 
IL. Fan. Indeed you ſhan't.. 
L. Brute. Indeed I will 

L. Fan. Indeed you ſhan't.. | | 

L. Brute. Indeed I will. 5 . 
L. Fan, Indeed you ſhar't; Indeed, indeed, in%ced: 

you ſhan't. | Exit Lady Fan. running; they folit au. 


Hos Re. enter Lady Brute, ſola. 


This impertinent Woman has put me out of Humour for a. 
Ferthi kr What an agreeable Moment has her fooliſh. 
Viſit interrupted | Lord, how like a Torrent Love flows 
into the Heart, when once the Sluice of Deſire is open'd ! 
Good Gods! What a Pleaſure there is, in doing what we: 
ſhould not do! | | „ 


* 


Re-enter Conſtant. 


Ha! here again?: | . 
Con. Tho' the renewing my Viſit may ſeem a little ir- 
regular, I hope I ſhall obtain your Pardon for it, Madam, 
when you know I only left the Room, leſt the Lady who 
; | | was 


* 


L. Brute. 
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y ER * - 
1 *; ave been as malicious in her Remarks, 


36 
was here 
as ſhe's foc 


H in her Conduct. | | | 
He, who has Diſcretion enough to be tender 
of a Woman's Reputation, carries a Virtue about him 
may atone for a great many Faults. | 
Con. If it has a Title to atone for any, its Pretenſions 
muſt needs be ſtrongeſt, where the Crime is Love. I there- 


fore 55 I Hall be forgiven the Attempt I have made upon 


ycur Heart, ſince my Enterprize has been a Secret to all 
the World but yourſelf. _ 3 | 
L. Brute. Secrecy, indeed, in Sins of this kind, is an 
Argument of weight. to leflen the Puniſhment; but no- 
thing's a Plea, for a Pardon entire, without a fincere Re- 
ntance. | > 
Con. If Sincerity in Repentance conſiſts in Sorrow for 
offending, no Cloiſter ever inclos'd ſo true a Penitent as 


I ſhould be. But I hope it cannot be reckon'd an Offence 


to love, where tis a Duty to adore. | | 
L. Brute. "Tis an Offence, a great one, where it would 

rob a Woman of all ſhe ought to be ador'd for, her Virtue. 
Con. Virtue? Virtue, alas! is no more like the 


thing that's call'd ſo, than tis like Vice itſelf. Virtue con- 


fiſts in Goodneſs, Honour, Gratitude, Sincerity, and 
Pity ; and not in peeviſh, ſnarling, ftrait-lac'd _ Chaſtity. 
True Virtue, whereſoever it moves, ſtill carries an intrin- 
fick Worth about it, and is in every Place, and in each 
Sex, of equal Value. So is not Continence, you ſee : 
That Phantom of Honour, which Men in every Age have 
ſo contemned, they have thrown it amongſt the Women to 


ſcrabble for. 


L. Brute. If it be a thing of ſo very little Value, why 
do you ſo earneſtly recommend it to your Wives and 
Con. We recommend it to our Wives, Madam, beeauſe 
we wou'd keep em to ourſelves; and to our Daughters, 


decauſe we wou d diſpoſe of em to others. 


I. Brule. Lis then of ſome Importance, it ſeems, ſince 


you can't diſpoſe of them without it. 


* 


Con. That Importance, Madam, lies in the Humour of 


the Country, not in the Nature of the Thing. 


L. Brute. How do you prove that, Sir ? : 
Con. From the Wiſdom of a neighbouring Nation in 
a contrary Practice. In Monarchies, things go by Whim- 


* 


fy; but Commonwealths weigh all things in the Scale of 
Reaſon. Flt: : i ; 255 | | 


L. Brute. 
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L. Brute. I hope we are not ſo very light a People, to. 
bring up Faſhions without ſome ground. | 
Con. Pray what does your Ladyſhip think of a pow-. 
der'd Coat for deep Mourning? '©©— © 5 

L. Brute. I think, Sir, your Sophiſtry has all the Ef- 
fe& that you can reaſonably expect it ſhould have; it 
puzzles, but don't convince. _ is oh 


Con. I'm ſorry for it. Zh = 
L. Brute. I'm ſorry to hear you ſay ſo. 
Con. Pray why ? 5 5 „ 
L. Brute. Becauſe if you 52 more from it, you 
have a worſe Opinion of my Underſtanding than I deſire 
you ſhould have. 5 : . 
Con. [aſide.] J comprehend her: She would have me 
| ſet a Value upon her Chaſtity, that I might think myſelf 
the more oblig'd to her, when ſhe makes me a Preſent of 
it. [to ber.] I beg you will believe T did but rally, Ma- 
dam; I know you judge, too well of Right and Wrong, 
to be deceiv'd by Arguments like thoſe. I hope you'll 
have ſo favourable an Opinion of my Underſtanding too, 
to believe the thing call'd Virtue has Worth enough with 
. = paſs for an eternal Obligation where'er tis ſa- 
crific'd. . 5 | | 5 
L. Brute. It is, I think, ſo great a one, as nothing can 
aA ah een bet Kg 
"Ole: Ves; the making the Man you love your everlaſting . 
DUH o --.; oa 5 
L. Brute. When Debtors once have borrow'd all we have 
to lend, they are very apt to grow ſhy of their Creditors 
Company. 0 3 | 3 
Con. That, Madam, is only when they are forc'd to 
borrow of Uſurers, and not of a generous Friend. Let us. 
chooſe our Creditors, and we are ſeldom ſo ungrateful as to 
ſhun em. N 5 8 
L. Brute. What think you of Sir John, Sir; I was hig 
free Choice? PT Os 1 | 
Con. I think he's married, Madam. 9 | 
L. Brute. Does Marriage then exclude Men from your 
Rule of ff.. ns. | 
Con. It does. Conſtancy's a brave, free, haughty, 
generous Agent, that cannot buckle to the Chains of 
Wedlock. There's a paor ſordid Slavery in Marriage, 
that turns the flowing Tide of Honour, and finks us to. 
the loweſt Ebb of Infamy. Tis a corrupted Soil; III- 
nature, Avarice, Sloth, Cowardice, and Dirt, are all its 
Product. | 
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L. Brute. Have you no Exceptions to this general Ru le, 
as well as to t'other? 
Con. Ves, I would, after all, be an Exception to it 
* if you were free in Power and Will to make 
me ſo 
L. Brute. Compliments are well plac d, where tis im- 
poſſible to lay hold of em. 

Con. I wou'd to Heaven 'twere poſſible for you to lay 
hold of mine, that you might ſee it is no Compliment 
at all. But ſince you are already diſpos'd of, Sand 
Redemption, to one who does not know the Value of the 

l you have put into his Hands, I hope ou wou'd not 
think him greatly wrong d, tho' it ſhou'd ſometimes be 

| by on by a Friend, w knows how to eſteem it as he 
_ ought, 

T. Brute. If Nn on't alone wou'd ſerve his turn, 
the Wrong perhaps might not be very great, | 

Con. Wh, what if he ſhou'd wear it now and then; a 
| Days ſo he gave good Security to bring it home again at 
igt? 

E. Brute. Small Security I fancy, might ſerve for that, 
One might venture to take his Word. 
Con. Then where's the Injury to the Owner? | 
L. Brute. Tis an Injury to him if he think it one. For 
if Happineſs be ſeated in the Mind, dare muſt be 
ſo too. | 

Cor.” Here I cloſe with you, Madam, and draw my 
 eoncluſive Argument from your own Poſition : If the In- 
jury lie in the ie there needs nothing but r to 

ent the Wrong. 

I. Brute. [ going. . A ſurer way to A it 15 to hear 

no more Arguments in its behalf. X 

Con. | following ber.) But, Madam 

I. Brute. But, Sir, tis my turn to be Ader now, 
and not ſuffer too long a Viſit. | 

Con. [catching ber Hand.] By Heaven, you ſhall not 
ſtir, till you give me Hopes * I ſhall ſee you again, at 
ſome more convenient Time and Place. 

I. Brute. I give you juſt Hopes enough [breating 
from him.) to get looſe from you: and that * all I can 

ford you at this time. [Exit running. ] 

Con. ¶ ſolus.] Now by all that's great and . ſhe's a 
charming Woman, In what Extaſy of Joy the has left 
me] For ſhe gave me Hape; did ſhe not ſay ſhe gave me 


9 my ? * Ay; 1 what Hope——enough to make | 
me 


me let her go——why that's enough in Conſcience. Or, 


no matter how 'twas ſpoke ; 2 was the Word; 3 it came 
from her, wack it was ſaid to me. 


Enter 8 


Ha, Heartfree ! Thou haſt done me noble Service in prat= 
tling to the young Gentlewoman, without there; come to 
my Arms, thou venerable Bawd, and let me ſqueeze thee + 
[Embracing him eagerly] as a new Pair of Stays does a fat 
Country Girl, when ſhe's carried to Court to ſtand for a 
Maid of Honour, | 

Hea. Why what the Devil's all. this Rapture for? | 

Con. Rapture! There's ground for Rapture, Man * 
there's Hopes, my Heartfrees Hopes, my Friend.. | 
Hear. Hopes of what ? 

Con. Why Hopes that my Lady and I to gether (for tis 
more than one Body's Work) thould wal make Sir John a 
Cuckold. 

Hea. Pr'ythee, what did ſhe ſay to thee ? 

Con. Say? what did ſhe not Yay? ſhe aid that 
ſays rol +: faid—Zoons, I don't know what ſhe faid : 
But ſhe look'd as if ſhe LEVY thing I'd have her; and 
ſo if thou'lt go to to the Tavern, Il treat thee with any 
thing that Gold can buy; III give all my Silver amongit 
the Drawers, make a Boneſire before the Door; ſay the 
Plenipo's have ſign'd the * and the Bank of Eng/and's 
grown d Boneſt. | [Eveunt. 


SCENE opens; Lord Rake Sir John, Cc. at a Ja- 


9 5 VG 


All. FEUZZ A 1 | 
141 L. Rake. Gans Bere, charge again 

So——Confuſion to all Or der. Here s Liberty of ow” 
ſcienee. © : 

All, Huzza! 

L. Rake. I'll ſing you a nai I made this Morning to 
this purpoſe. | 

Sir. J. "Tis wicked, I hope! 

Cal. B. Don't my Lord tell you he made it? 

Sir 7 YOu met, let's hat. | 


— 


- 


| Lord 
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Lord Rake Gags 


HAT a Pother of lat | 
Have ibey kept in the State, 
- About ſetting our Conferences free „ 
© A Bottle has more © 


-  Diſpenſations in fore, © 
2 ban the King andthe date can decree. 8 


6 JVhen my wy Head's full 9 Wine, 
1 29 evith Deen, 18 
"a know no Penal Laws that can curb me: 
Whate'er I deviſe, 
Seems good in my Eyes, 


And Religion ne er dares to difturb me. 
u. | 


1 4 


- No ſaucy 
; Intrudes i in my Courſe, | 4 
; 17. inent Notions of ger 
So there's Claret in fore, 
Is Peace Fœe my Whore, © 
Adin Peace I jog on to the Devil. 
All fing. So there's Claret, - Ke. 


L. Rake. [Rep.] And in Peace 1 jog on fo , Devil 
Well, how do you like it, Gentlemen ? 

All. O, admirable ! 

Sir F. I wou'd not give a Fig. for a Seng that i is not t full 
of Sin and Impudence. 

L. Rake, Then my Muſe is to your Taſte. But drink 
awax; the Night ſteals upon us; we ſhall want Time to 
be led in. Hey, Page, ſally out, Sirrah, and ſee what's 
dong in the Camp; ; we'll beat up their Quarters pre- 
ſent 
| Page. I'll bring your Lordſhip an exact Account. ws 

| [Exit Page. 

L. Rake. Now let the Spirit of. Clary go round. Fill me 
a Brimmer. Here's to our Forlorn- Hope. Courage, 
Knight, Victory attends you. I 
Sir J. And 9 92 ſhall crown me; ; drink away, and 
be damn d. : | 
L. Rake. 


— 
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I.. Rake. Again, Boys; tother Glafs, and damn Mo- 


rality. 
Watch. And let the Conſtable be married, 
All. Huzza! MER Be 
| Re-enter Page. 


I. Rake. How are the Streets inhabited, Sirrah ? 


Page. My Lord, it's Sunday-night, they are all full of | 


drunken Citizens, | 
L. Rake. Along then, Boys, we ſhall have a Feaſt, 
Col. B. Along, noble Knight. 5 
| Sir F. Ay——along Bully; and he that fays Sir John 
Brute is not as drunk and as religious as the drunkeneſt 
Citizen of them all 
Col. B. Why that was bravely ſpoke, and like a free- 
born Exgh/bman. | ! 


8 7. Lud Ay- damen Morality - and damn the 2 


is a Liar, and the Son of a Whore. 


Sir J. What's that to you, Sir, whether I am an Engliſb- | 


man or a Frenchman. | 
Col. B. Zoons, you are not angry, Sir? 


Sir J. Toons, I am angry, Sir——for if I'm a free. 


born Enghſbman, what have ycu to do, even to talk of my 


Privileges ? e 
L. Rake. Why, pr'ythee, Knight, don't quarrel here; 


leave private Animoſities to be decided by Day- light; 


let the Night be employ'd againſt the publick Enemy. 


Sir J. My Lord, I reſpect you becauſe you are a Man 


of Quality. But I'll make that Fellow know, I am with- 


in a Hair's breadth as abſolute by my. Privileges, as the 


King of France is by his Prerogative. He by his Pre- 


rogative takes Money where it is not his due; I by my 


Privilege refuſe paying it where I owe it. Liberty and 
Property, and Old England. Huzza! | _ 


All. Huzza! {Exit Sir John reeling, all following him. 


SCENE, A Bed-chamber. 


„ Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. 
L. Brute. CURE it's late, Belinda, I begin to be 
3 ſleepy. „ | 
Bel. Ves, tis near Twelve. Will you go to Bed? 


L. Brute. To Bed, my Dear? And by that time I am 


fallen into a ſweet Sleep (or perhaps a ſweet Dream, which 
is better and better) Sir John will come home roaring 
drunk, ang be overjoy'd he finds me in a Condition to be 
diſturb'd. | | 


Bel. 
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Bel. O you need not fear him, he's in for all Night. 
The Servants ſay he's gone to drink with my Lord Rake. 
L. Brute. Nay, 'tis not very likely, indeed, ſuch ſuitable 
Company ſhould part preſently. What Hogs Men turn, 
| Belinda, when they grow weary of Women? 
Bel. And what Owls they are, whilſt they are fond of 
'em. 
L. Brute, But that we may forgive well enough, becauſe 
they are ſo upon our accounts. 
el. We ought to do ſo indeed, but 'tis a hard matter. 
For when a Man is really in love, he looks ſo unſufferably 
filly; that tho a Woman lik d him well-enough before, 
he has then much ado to endure the Sight of him: And 
ths I ” wa to be the Reaſon why Lovers are generally fo 
us | | 
I. Brute. Well, Town now, I'm well enough pleaſed 4 
to ſee a Man look like an Aſs for me. | 
| Bel. Ay, I'm pleas'd he ſhould look like an Afs 38 
8 thatis, I'm pleaſed with myſelf for making him look ſo. 
= | L. Brute. Nay, truly, I think if he'd find ſome other 
way to expreſs his Paſſion, twou d be more to his advan- 
tage. 
1 [Bel Yes, for then 2 Woman might like his Paſſion and 
ut m too. 
4 I.. Brute. Vet, Belinda, after all, a Woman's Life 
# would be but a dull Buſineſs, if it were not for Men; 
and Men that can look like Afﬀes too. We ſhou'd never 
= blame Fate for the ſhortneſs of our Days; our ion would 
= hang wretchedly upon our Hands. | 
= Bel. Why, truly they do help us off with a good ſhare 
on't: For were there. no Men in the World, o'my Con- 
ſcience, I ſhou'd be no longer a dreſſing than I'm-faying my 
Prayers; nay tho' it were Sunday: For you know that one 
may go to Church without Stays on. 
L. Brute. But don't you think Emulation might do 
| ſomething ? For every Woman you fee deſires to be finer 
than her Neighbourr | 
Bel. That's only that the Men may like her better then 
her Neighbour. No, if there were no Men, adieu fine 
Petticoats, we ſhou'd be weary of wearing em. 
L. Brute. And adieu Plays, we ſhould be * 2 
ſeeing em. 
9 Adieu Hide Park, the Duſt would choak us. 
I. Brute. Adieu St James s, walking would tire us. 


Bel. Adieu London, the Smake wou d Bate us, 


n 
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L. Brute. And adieu going to Church, for Religion 


wou'd ne'er prevail with us. 
Both. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! , 8 
Bel. Our Confeſſion is ſo very hearty, ſure we merit 
%%½%½%%½0/%/˙ͤ i er i 
L. Brute. Not unleſs we go thro! with't, and confeſs 
all. So, pr'ythee, for the eaſe of our Conſciences, let's 
hide nothing, 1 - 5 | Tt 
Bel. Agreed. ' Fe nog | 
L. Brute. Why then J confeſs, that I love to ſit in the 
Fare front of a Box; for if one ſits behind, there's two 
Acts gone perhaps before one's found out. And hen I 
am there, if I perceive the Men whiſpering and looking 
upon me, you muſt know I cannot for my Life forbear 
thinking they talk to my Advantage. And that ſetsa 
thouſand little tickling Vanities on foot BER Lt Ep 
Bel. Juſt my Caſe A all the World; but go on. 
L. Brute. I watch with Impatience for the next Jeſt in 
the Play, that I might laugh, and ſhew my white Teeth. 
If the Poet has been dull, and the Jeſt be long a coming, 
I pretend to whiſper one to my Friend, and from--thence- 
fall into a little ſmall. Diſcourſe, in which I take occaſion 
to ſhewmy Face in all Humours, briſk, pleas'd, ſerious, 
melancholy, languiſhing——Not that what we ſay to one 
another cauſes any of theſe Alterations. But 2 


Bel. Don't trouble yourſelf to explain. For it I'm not 


miſtaken, you and 1 have had ſome of theſe neceſſary Dia- 
logues before now with the ſame Intention. 15 

L. Brute, Why, I ſwear, Belinda, ſome People do 
give ſtrange agreeable Airs to their Faces in ſpeaking, 
Tell me true Did you never practiſe in the Glaſs ? | 
Gel. Why, did out | | 

L. Brute. Yes, faith, many a time. | 
Bel. And J too, I own it; both how to ſpeak myſelf, 
and how to look when others ſpeak. But my Glaſs and I 
could never yet agree what Face I ſhould make when they 
come blunt out with a naſty thing in a Play: For all the 
Men preſently look upon the Women, that's certain : ſo 
laugh we muſt not, tho“, our Stays burſt for't, becauſe 
that's telling Truth, and owning. we underſtand the Jeſt. 
And to look ſerious is ſo dull, when the whole Houſe is a 
laughing. 1 | 

L. Brute. Beſides that, looking ſerious does really betra 
our Knowledge in the matter, as much as laughing. with 
the Company would do : For if we did not underſtand the 
ching, we ſhou'd naturally do like other People. * 
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Bel. For my Part, I always take that Occaſion to blow 
my Noſe. e ; „0 
L. Brute. You muſt blow your Noſe half off then at 
e „ | 
g Bel. Why don't ſome Reformer or other beat the Poet 
for't. n | | 
IL. Brute. Becauſe he is not ſo ſure of our private Ap- 
probation, as of our publick Thanks. Well, ſure there 
_ * upon Earth ſo impertinent a thing as Womens Mo- 
1 | 2 255 
Bel. Yes: Mens Fantaſque, that obliges us to it. If 
we quit our Modeſty, they ſay we loſe our Charms; and 
yet they know that very Modeſty is Affectation, and 
rail at our Hypocriſy, 5 1 Kh 
L. Brute. Thus one would think twere a hard matter 
to pleaſe em, Niece: yet our kind mother Nature has 
given us ſomething that makes amends for all. Let our 
eakneſs, be what it will, Mankind will ſtill be weaker, 
and whilſt there is a World, tis Woman that will govern _ 
it. But pr'ythee one Word of poor Conflart before we go 
to Bed, if it be but to furniſh matter for Dreams: I dare 
ſwear. he's talking of me now, or thinking of me at leaſt, 
tho” it be in the middle of his Prayers. | + 
Bel. So he ought, I think; for ydu were pleas'd to 
make him a good round Advance to-day, Madam. 
IL. Brute. Why, I have e'en plagu'd him enough to 
fatisfy any reaſonable Woman: He has beſieg d me theſe 
two Years to no purpoſe. | . 
Bel. And if he beſieg'd you two Years more, he'd be 
3 enough paid, ſo he had the plundering of you at 
a 5K 2 > 1 * ; ; | 
Ii. Brute. That may be; but I'm afraid the Town won't 
be able to hold out much longer: for to confeſs. the Truth 
to you, Belinda, the Garriſon begins to grow mutinous. 
Bel. Then the ſooner you capitulate, the better. 
L. Brute. Yet, methinks, I wou'd fain ſtay a little 
longer to ſee you fix'd too, that we might ſtart together, 
and ſee who cou'd love longeſt. What think you, if Heart- 


[s 


Jree ſhou'd have a Month's Mind to you. . 


Bel. Why faith I cou'd almoſt be in love with him for 


de ſpiſing that fooliſh, affected Lady Faxcijul ; but I'm 
afraid he's too cold ever to warm himſelf by my Fire. 
L. Brute. Then he deſerves to be froze to death. Wou'd 
] were a Man for your ſake, dear Rogue. [ Kiffmg ber.] 
Bel. Loud wiſh yourſelf a Woman again for your own, 
or the Men arę miſtaken. But if I cou'd make * ” 
4 1 | | ”& 


% 
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of this Son of Bacchus, and rival his Bottle, what ſhou'd 
I do:with him? He has no Fortune, I can't marry him : 
and ſure you wou'd not have me commit Fornication. 

L. Brute. Why, if you did, Child, *twould be but a 
good friendly Part; if *twere only to keep me in counte- 
nance whilſt I commit——you know what, 

Bel. Well, if I can't reſolve to ſerve you that way, I 
may perhaps ſome other, as much to youi gatiefactian. But 
pr n i how ſhall we contrive to ſee theſe Blades again 
- QUIC 
9 IL. pon We muſt e'en have recourſe to the old way; 
make em an Appointment 'twixt Jeſt and Earneſt; "twill 
look like a Frolick, and that you know's a vary good - 
thing to ſavea Woman's Bluſhes. 

Biel. You adviſe well; but where ſhall it ds „ 

L. Brute. In Spring- Garden. But they ſhan't know 
their Women, till their Women pull of their Maſks ; for a 
Surprize is the-moſt agreeable thing'in the World: And I 
find myſelf in a very good Humour, ready to do em any 
good turn I can think on. | 

Bel. Then pray write *em the neceſſary Billet, without 
farther delay. 

I. Brute. Let's go into your Chamber then, and whilſt 
you ay your Prayers, III do it, Child. . Exeunt. 


40 G T. W. S CEN E, Covent- Garden. 
Enter Lord Rake, Sir John 5 . with Sævords draws. 


L. Rabe. 18 the Dog dead? 
Col. B. No, 3 * 1 heard him wheeze, 

35 Rake. How the Witch his Wife howl'd'! 
Col. B. Ay, ſhe'll alarm the Watch preſently. 
L. Rake. Appear, Knight, then; come, o have a 
good Cauſe to fightfor, there's a Man murder d. 

di J. R there! then let his Ghoſt be ſatisfy'd ; for 
I'll facrifice a Conſtable to it gar and n -, Body 
apo! his wooden Chair. 


Enter 4 7. ayber, with a Bundle under bis Arm. I 


- Col. B. How now; what have we got best a | Thief. 
Tay. No, an't pleaſe you, I'm no Thief. 

L. Rake. That we'll ſee "POE Here; let the Ge- 
| neral examine him, 

| Sir F. 


— 
—— 
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. Ay, ay, let me examine him, and. I'll lay a ba. 
FS x ound I find him guilty in ſpite of his Tee 
he looks——like a——ſineaking Raſcal. Come, e 


without Equivocation or mental Reſervation, tell me 


what Opinion you are, and what Calling; for by 3 


Ml oy gueſs at your Morals. 


Tos An't pleaſe you, I'm a Diſſenting Journeyman 
To 7. Then, Sirrah, you love lying by your Religion, 


and Theft by F Trade 4 And ſo, that your Puniſh- 
E may be ſuit 


ble to your, Crimes py have you 
5. Pray, good worthy Gentlemen, don't Aon: 


indeed I'm an honeſt Man, — a good n. tho” I 
ſiay it, that ſhou'd not ſay it. 


Sir F. No Words, Sirrah, but attend your Fate. 
L. Rake. Let me ſee what's in that Bundle. 
8 Tay. An' t pleaſe you, it is the Doctor of the Pariſh's 
OWN. 
L. Rake. The Doctor's "Gown ik you, Knight, 
vou won't Rick at abuſing the Clergy, will you? 
Sir J. No, I'm drunk, and Fl} abufe — thing but 


my Wife; and her Iname —with Reverence. 


L. Rake. Then you ſhall wear this Gown, Whilſt you 
charge the Watch; that tho the Blows fall upon you, the 


Scandal may light upon the Church. 


Sir J. A generous Defign——by all the Gods——give / 


it me. [ Takes the Gown and puts it on.] 


Tay. O dear Gentlemen, I. ſhall * quite. | undone, af 
you take the Gn . 
Sir F. Retire, Sade and hace you cxrry.off 5 Skin 
o home and be hap 
Tay. LPauſing] 1 Ban 1 1 had Cen as ts follow the 


Gentleman 's friendly Advice; for if I diſpute any longer, 


ho knows but the Whim may take him to caſe me? 
Theſe; Courtiers are fuller of Tricks than they are of _ 
z they'll ſooner cut a Man's Throat, than p 
5 | [Exit l. 
Sir J. \$651 how: do yoo ou like my Shapes now ? 
L: Note. Thos will do-to a. Mizade, be looks like a 


Biſhop going to the Holy War. re your 4 Aris, Gen- a 


Je bows 19 18539 n 


— 
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Jay Conflable and Watch. 


— Stand ! Who goes there? Come before the Con- 
kable. F Rh | 
Sir 7 The Conſtable is a Raſcal——and you are the 
Son of a Whore. i | | 
Watch. A good civil Anſwer for a Parſon truly, 

Con. Methinks, Sir, a Man of your Coat might ſet a 
better Example. 8 | | 
Sir J. Sirrah, I'll make you know——there are Men 
of my Coat can ſet as bad Examples——as you can do, 

you Dog you. [Sir John frites the Conflable. They 
| knock him down, diſarm him, and ſeize him. Lord Rake, 
Sc. run away.) 5 98 ne 5 


— 


Conft. So, ww have fecur'd the Parſon bäsever | = 
Sir F. Blood, and Blood-——and Blood. 


Watch. Lord have mercy upon us! How the wicked 
Wretch raves of Blood. III warrant he has been murder- 
ing ſome body to-night. _ ETD 
Sir J. Sirrah, there's nothing got by Murder but a 
Halter: My Talent lies towards Drunkenneſs and Si- 


mony. | 

Wah. Why that now was ſpoke like a Man of Parts, 
Neighbours ; it's pity he ſhou'd be ſo diſguiſed. _ 
Sir FJ. You lye——TI'm not diſguis'd ; for I am drunk 
barefac'd. „ | 
_ Watch. Look you there again This is a mad Parſon, 
Mr. Conſtable; I'll lay a Pot of Ale upon's Head, he's a 
good Preacher. 8 fab 

Con. Come, Sir, out of Reſpect to your Calling, I 
ſhan't put you into the Round-houſe; but we nwuft ſecure 
you in our Drawing-room till Morning, that you may do 
no Miſchief. So, come along. PT 
Sir J. You: may put me where you will, Sirrah, now 
you have overcome me But if I can't do Miſchief, I' 
think of Miſchief—in ſpite of your Teeth, you Dog, 
e JJV 


SCENE, 4 Bed. Chamber. 


Enter Heartfree ſolus. 
X77 HAT the Plague ails me?——Love? No, I 
thank you for that, my Heart's Rock ſtill——Yet 
tis Belinda that diſturbs me; that's 6 
8 e | what 
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at that rate I might Jove. all the Women 


. — * wm GEFFEN 
- — n — —— —— 
enn * — 
wee : & Wenn wy” 
ant ID av e Rr RAP RM eee 
. 


what of all that | Muſt I love her for being. troubleſome 3 
meet, I'gad, 

But hold ! tho* I don't love her for diſturbing me, yet 

ſhe may diſturb me, becauſe I love her——Ay, that m 

be, faith. I have dreamt of her, that's certain Wel 

ſo 1 have of my Mother; therefore what's that to the 01 

poſe? Ay, but Belinda runs in my Mind wakin 
o does many a damn'd thing, that I don't care owing 


for ——Methinks tho' I would fain be talking to her, and 


By T have no Bufineſs——-Well, am I the firſt Man, that 
as had a Mind todo an impertinent thing 7 : 


3 Enter Conſtant. | 
' Con. How now, Heartfree ? What makes you up and 
 dreſs'd fo ſoon? I thought none but Lovers quarrel'c op an with 


their Beds; I expected to have found you ſnoring, as 1 
us d to do. 

Hea. Why faith, Friend, tis the Care I have of your 
Affairs, that makes me ſo thoughtful; J have been ſtudy- 


ing all Night how to brin 8 your n about with Belinda? 


Con. With Belinda ! | 
Hea. With my Lady, I mean: And Falk} haven gh- 


ty Hopes on't. Sure you muſt be very well ſrepfy” d with 
her Behaviour to you Yeſterday ?. 
Con. So well, that nothing but a Lover's Fears can make 
me doubt of Succeſs. But what can this Ow 
proceed from? | 
Hea. Why, you ſaw her Huſband beat her, did you 
not? ; 
Com. That's, true: A Huſband is ſcarce -to be borne 
upon any Terms, much leis when he fights with his Wife. 
Methinks,. ſhe ſhou'd e'en have cuckolded him upon the 


very Spot, to ſhew that after the Battle ſne was Maſter of | 


the Field. 
Hea. A Council of War of Women wou'd infallibly 


have advis'd her tot. But, I confeſs, fo «as a Wo- | 


man as Belinda deſerves better Uſage. 


Con. Belinda again 
Hea. My Lady, Imean. What a Pox makes me blun- 


der fo To-day? [Afide. ] A Plague of this treacherous 


Tongue. 


Con. Pr ythee U upon me ' ſeriouſly, Heartfree 


Now anſwer me directly: Is it my Lady, or 3 
. your careful Thoughts thus ? . 


„My Lady, or Belinda? 3 
Gon 


— 


. Ti Tel by this Light, Th Loy el Ao A My 
© How N — 44 LR FRETS, 1434 * r 
con Nay, ne er deny 10 for thou'lt do it W dukwardly, 


twill but make the Jeſt fitheavier about thee.” My dear 
Friends ive — uch Joy, | 
a fig, F ee, you won't . we 1 it, will 


R iy 64 715 Ye 5690 
bn That TIN £8, ths plain; 
* F know you are ſo honeſt 4 gue and 


Heart lways#'go togetlicr;” 8 baer "Devi 
Pha, ha, wy ha 


# 


neſt ? 


Con. Yeu"Tds; bbeauſe Tf; dem deny win Na. 
Hen. Nay, hot look you, 2 4. — a — deny in jeſt 


ee eee eu no. 1 e a 


Man denies a thin in jeſt—a— .. 
Ton Pha, Ha 1 Pat 4 Ba, Keil: ai WEL n W 
Hea. Nay, t zen you walk abe 1e t What, debut a Man 

ſtumbles at did yhν˖never Make a Blunder? 

"Cor. Yes fer Lam 0e, I G it. = 
- Hea, Then; h am I=Now lavgh/ ll thy Soul's _ 

ted with. Mirth. 7 [Embracing Hm But, dear Conflant, 


don't tell the T dyn ont. 
ch Nay chen, Wel, Amef pi Hugh at thee, after 


Pea Fl Confeſſion; But tel el Gas, by what 
new invented Arms has this mighty Stroke been given? 
Hea. Een by that unaccountable Weapon, call'd J 


ne · ſcai- or everyrthiiig thut can come within the 
| Va o Beauty, I have ſeen it with Indifference. 


2. So in few. Words then; the Jener ſpai-quey has 
been too hard for the quilted Petticoat. : 


Hea. I'gad, I think the Fe-ne-ſpai-quoy'is in the quilted : 


Petticoat; at leaſt, tis certain, I ne er think on't without 
A Jene. ai quay in every Part about me. 


— — 


Con. Well, but have all your erer loſt their Virtue? | 


have you: turn d her inſide aut yet? 
Hen. I dare not ſo much 4s think on 8 i 
Con. But don't che two Years ines a 1 1 had, dif. 


cour age 


Hea. Ves! 1 I read what I foreſee ; ; yet cannot quit the p 


| Enterprizet | -Like ſome Soldiers, whoſe Courage «dwells 
more in their Honour, than their Nature: On they go, 


tho* the 1 e, At” 2 the 1 "makes. it TOs 


ks N ” #1 
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Hea. = 4 5 Why fure you d dave! belleye it in ear- 
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ment your C and af. 
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ſues to give it into your own Hands. 


—— 


Wo”. Tn. nh on \WAPE. 


4 "Hem T 
adviſe.n 1 
Con. 3 look you then, 1 3 14 ave . 
1 o to oe yo Look like be a 
N us ; Ogle, write lead out: 
And who: knows, but i in A; me, Pu rien, ve ghd You may 


4 


be- -gall d a trou and ent, ; bout, your 
Buſineſs, Corina 55 J «Bf BAT 


Has, Thars hard. 417 
Con. Vet thus it oft TR out 25 Lovers, . wes 
Hea. Poxon me for making one of the Number. . 
Can. Have A care 4. 1 . no — 977 - 'twill but aug- 


ſtreſs bears ont, in. 


& 


creaſe Ne, h eye 15 8 the 44 yn 101 kh delt . $6630 
lea. Fr'ythee ſay ſomethi n to. ene me, * 
FAHEY F. helpd ET e {4-4 ien „ 


Con. Why then to encgurage you to Wange, that 
you may he t oroughly ill us d for your Offences; TI p put 
vou in mind, that even the coyeſt Ladies of em all are made 
up of Deſues, as well as we ; and tho? they do old out a 
Jong time, they will capitulate at laſt. . For: that 9 085 
ing Engineer, 2 des make, ſuch havpck- in the 
Town, they muſt ſurrender at N or; periih jp, their 


own n Flames. p re Veit im ul end gin es 2 


7 A 3 1 3 Py 3 i __ 
* Wii eee eee 33d? yd A . i 
"er 5 at} » N q N ; ” , ; : 
21 ans + of 1 Eier lee. 5 * * Lt Tis AY 


* I [249® } 


Foot. Sir, there's $3 a Porter) withour with lauer, bode de- 


& 


Gon Glavin, en e eee 
05 e 1 7 ah * 24 730: 517875 | 
| en Ants gr Enter Porter... cs uk, . 
5 6 Fi 2 45 MX the * zirf Pad ! 43 3 FT» 


. Whit, Yoe ff 15 it thee... BETS hl Klum bb av od; 
Por. An't pleate you; Sir, I was erder'd to deliver this 


into your own Hands by two well-ſhap'd Ladies, at the 


New Exchange. I was at your Honour O Lodging and 

r r ee me hither [8 F 
Con. Tis well, are you to carry any Rafe ;. An 
Vor. No, my noble Maſter. They gave me my 

7 Whip, they were gone like a Maidenhead at Faden 
Cen. Very well ; there. [Gives bim Money. 


Tor. God bleſs your AdaaLd [Exit Porter 
| on. 
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Con. Now let's ſee what danch, truſty Joe has brought 
us. [ Reads.) If you and ow Play-Fellbw can ſpare + 


time from your 2 anc { Devethos. ; don't Jail to be 
at Spring-Garden about Eight in the Evening. _ You'll 
find nothing there but Women, ſo you need bring no other 
Arms than what you uſually carry about you. So, Play- 
fellow : . here's ſomething to ſtay your Stomach, till your ; 
Miſtreſs's Diſh is ready for you. 
1 Some of our Batter: 4 Acquaintance. 1 won t go, 
not 

Con. Nay, that you can't avoid ; 91 8 Honour in 
the Caſe; 'tis a Challenge, and I want aSecond. 

Hea, I doubt I ſhall be but a very uſeleſs one to you 
for I'm ſo diſhearten'd by this Wound Belinda has given 
me, I don't think I ſhall "hors Courage . enough to draw 


my Sword.. 


Con. O, if that be all, come along. ; I'll warrant you'll : 


. find Sword enough for ſuch Enemies as we have to deal 


withal. : 5 „ | LE nut. . 


SCENE, A Street. 8 55 
Enter Conflable, &c. with Sir Join. 1 


Con. G OME along, Sir; I thought to Have, let ybu 
ſlip this Morning, becauſe you were Wen 


but you are as drunk, and as abuſſve as ever. We" Il. — 


what the Juſtice of the Peace will ſay to you. 
Sir F. And you ſhall ſee what III fay to the Tuticeo 
EIN . 0 wege al . Door. le. 


? 


= 
en! 
a 1 ” 


i © — 2 5 245 
| Inter beer, 47: 8 
# ” 


c. One TO TM his Worſhip, 5 0 rot an unpuly 
Parſon here: We are unwilling to expoſe him, but don * 
know what to do with him 

Ser. T'll acquaint my Maſter. [Exit Ser. 

Sic: 52 You———Conſtable——What damn 'd Juſtice 
is this ? 

Conft, One that will take Care of you, 1 varrant” 
Mn, - 
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'E nter Juſtice. 


\ pa Well, Mr. Conſtable, what's the Diſorder here? 
Conf. An't 'pleaſe your Worſhip—— 
Sir J. Let me ſpeak, and he damn'd : I'm a Divine, and | 
can unfold Myſteries better than you can do. 

Juſt: Sadnefs, ſadneſs ;-a Miniſter ſo overtaken | Pray, 
Sir, give the Conſtable leave to ſpeak, and I II hear you 
very patiently: T affure you, Sir, alk; 

Su FJ. $ir——You are a very civil e your 
moſt humble Servant. 

7 An't pleaſe your Worſhip then : he has von 
ed to beat the Watch to-night, ani ſvore 
Sir FJ. You lye. © u 

Ju. Hold, pray, Sir, a little. i X 

Sir F. Sir, your, very humble e „ 

Conft. Indeed, Sir, he came at us without any Provo- 
cation, call'd us Whores and Rogues, and laid us on with 

ee Quarter-ſtaff, He was in my Lord Rake's Company: 

They have been playing the Devil to-night. 
Fuſt. Hem—Hem—] ray SN you be * to 
my Lord ? | | 

Sir J. Sir I preſume—T may if 1 TY ID 

Fuft. My meaning, Sir, is—Are you fo? 

17 Sir Vou mean v U well. | 5 
| He, hem hem nder Favour, sir, pray an- 
wes me directly. | 

Sir F. Under Favour, Sir—Do. you uſe. to anſwer di- 
rectly: when you are drunk? 

Ji. Good lack, good lack: Here's nothing to be got 
from him, pra Sir, may I crave your Name? 5 
. Sir My ame's . ¶ He hickups]\ Hick, 
r 
Juſt. Hickup? Doctor Hichup,” _ have known a great 
de len Conptry. 7 of that FN , WA an 

Pray where do Au! live, 'r 

Sir J. Yes ang there, Sir. nh 

uſt, Why, what a ſtrange, Man is this j Ve, 4 jou 
1 785. Six? Have you any Cure? 

Sir F. Sir—I have a very . 3 a Chip, at 
WY Service. 3 . rg Ts m0. * 
Lord [TEE mercy apan' us! 
Sir J. [afide.}]- This Fellow aſks ſo many im 4 
eſtions, I believe, T's „tis the Juſtices Wife in the 


Juſt. 


}F 
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Juſt. Mr. Conſtable, I Yow wu proteſt, I don t know | 


what to do with him. 

Conft, Truly he has been but a troubleſome Gueſt to us 
all Night. | 

Fuft. 1 think, I had e'en Sha let him go 488 his wink 
ſineſs ; for I'm unwilling to expoſe him. 

Conft. Elen what your Worſhip thinks fit. 

Sir F. Sir not to interrupt Mr. Gate, I have a 
ſmall Favour to aſk. | 

Taff Sir, 1 open both my Ears to you. Ns | | 

Sir F. Sir, Wo very humble Servant. - I have a little 
urgent 1 calls upon me; and therefore I deſire the 
Fayour of you to bring Matters to a Concluſion. 

Fuft. Sir, if I were ſure that' Buſineſs were not to com- 
mit more Diſorders, I wou'd releaſe you. 1 5 
Sir J. None my Prieſthood. | 
Jui. Then, Mr. Cenflable, you: may diſcharge him. 


Sir F. Sir, your very humble Servant. If . pleaſe to 


accept of a Bottle 
Jui. J thank you kindly, Sir; but I nzver drink in a 

Morning. - Good- by t'ye, Sir, good- by Oye... 

Sit F. Good- by t'ye, good Sir. [Exit Jigſtice. ] So 
now, Mr. Conſtable, ſhall you and I go p. ick up a 
Whore together? 

Conf. No, thank you, sir; my Wife's enough to fatif- 
fy any reaſonable Man. 

Sir J. [aide] He, he, he, he, he——the F oo! is mar- 
ried then. Well, you won't go ? 

Const. Not I, truly. 

Sir 7. Then Il go by myſelf ; and you and your Wife 


may be damn'd. [Exit Sir John.] 
onfl. [gazing after him. ] 1 God a mercy Parſon ! 
7 25 Excuut. 


8 c E N E, opring-Garden, | 
Conſtant: and ee croſs the Stage. As they go of, 


enter Lady F anciful _ iin ee . 45 banned | 


dogging * em. 


Fd 


Con. 0; 1 think we are about ths: time W r : hot | 


us walk up this way. LZEæeuut. 


L. Fan. Good: Thus far I have dogg d 'em without. 


being diſcover'd. Tis infallibly ſome Intrig ue that brings 
them to Tpring-Garden. How my your? Heart is torn and 
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nack'd with Fear and Jealouſy! Yet let it be any thing but 


that Flirt, Belinda, and I'll try to bear it. But if it 


prove her, all that's Woman in me ſhall be employ'd to 
om wee her. K xeunt ben Conſtant and * 


Ne. enter a” and. Heartfice, * l and 


 Madamoiſelle Hill. following at a Diftance. 


Con. I fee no Females yet, that have any thing to 4 
to us. I'm afraid we are banter d. | 
 Hea. I wiſh we were; for I'm i in no Humour to make 


either them or myſelf merry. 


Cen, Nay, I m ſure you'll make them merry enough, ic 
T tell*em why vou are dull. But pr'ythee why ſo My and 


ad before you begin to be ill us d? 


Hea. For the ſame Reaſon, perhaps, that you are ſo 


briſk and well pleas'd ; becauſe both Pains and Pleaſures 


are generally more conſiderable in Proſpect, than when 


they come to pee. 5 


0 Euter Lat Brute and Belinda, 8 and Jay ly dr fd. | 


N Gen, How now! who are theſe? Not our Game, 2 
Gepe. 
Hea. If they are, we are e'en 55 enough ſerv'd, to 


come a hunting here, when we had ſo much better wag in 


— 
* 


Chaſe elſewhere. 
L. Fan. [to Madamoiſelle.] So, theſe are their Ladies 
without doubt. But I'm afraid that Doty Stuff is not 


worn for want of better Clothes. They are the very oe 


and Size of Belinda and her Aunt. © | 

Mad, So dey be inteed, Matam. EW 

L. Fen. We'll ſlip into this cloſe Arbor, where we may 
hear all thev ſav. [Exeunt Lady Fanciful and Madam. 

I. Zrute. What, are you afraid of us, Gentlemen? 

Hee. Why, truly, I think we may, if Appearance 
don't lye. 

Bel. Do you always find Women what they appear to 
be, Sir ? 


Hea. No, forſooth ; but I ſeldom ind em better than 


they appear to be. 


el. Then the Ou'fi'e's beſt, you think ? 
Hea. Tis the hon ſteſt. 


| Con, Have a care,  Hearlfree 3 you are relapſing agaiv. 
| | * Brule. 
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L. Brete. * Why, does the Gentleman M5 to 8 
Women! ee e 
Con. He has done f emerly. Bunt My + 
Bel. I f he had 275 8050 Cauſe, bort. They Aid 
not uſe you ſo'well, as ydu thought you deſery'd; Sir. 
L. Brute. They 'mad e them Aves merry" at your Ex- 
pence, Sir? ; 
_ Laugh' 4 when you ſigh” d. | 
L. Brute. Slept while you were waking. 
Bel. Had your Porter beat. | 
L. Brute, And threw. y ur Billet-doux io the Pire. | 
Hea. Hey-day, I ſhall do more than rail e 
Bel. Why, you won't beat us, wilt vou? 
Hea. I don't know but I may. 
Con. What the Bevibs coming Wer Sir Jobe in a 
Gown——And drunk, i'faith. - 


* 


Enter Sir John. 


Sir hi "What a POE We 3 e W TIRN TY | 
and two Whores I'gid——=—0O vou covetous Rogues! 
what hive you never a ſpare Punk for your Friend 


But I'll ſhare with you. [He ſeizes both the Women, 
Hea. Why, what: the plague have you! been 


Knight Kos 
Sir J. Why, I have been beaten the Watch, and em. 
dalizing the Clergy f 8 
Hen. A very I Alu Holy. 34 4 R : 


Sir F ha at gn you think I "li 4 ent}, | val er 1 

Ee Nay, that no Man can gueſfs. oops 

Sir J. Why, if you'll let me ſup. with yo ru treat 
both, your Strumpets. | 

L.Brate. [a de.) 0 Lord we're undo! 

Hea. No, we can t ſup 1 0b becauſe we. have Gee 
Affairs elſewhere. ' But if you'll accept of tlieſe to 
LY we'lt be ſo complaiſant'to, you, t bil. our "Right | 


* Ne 11 4 


bel Tale] Lord, hat an besen „ e 
Sir J. Let me ſee, their Clothes are fach FR 4 doe. 
they won't pawn for the Reckonin | 
Hea. Sir Jobn, your Servant. Pap e vou. 
Con. Fer? Lathes, 9 5 much of the Gentleman: 
L. Brute. V N u won't leave us in the Hands of 
* Fellow to Sk b. n 
9 C 4 Sir 
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| Sr 'W o do you call a en Fellow, you. Slut 
7 an of ality; ON ing has made me a | 


t. [Heart. run, 0 A Waere na, n SH ine; 
. Ny, e m go Hands 1 Adien, Adiey. 
L. Brude. 1; TR Lands , Let me ge, or III 
For Heaven's ec us. "(She breaks from him, run 
to 3 tte ing of her aß your clapping. it on 
again. 


Sir J. Tl Devil you, you Jade Jou. 1 1 de oli. your 


rgly Face, on iron but 
Con. Hold a little, Knight, the two WINS. 5 0 * 1 
Sir J. I'll Hyoqn. ber, 11 ob Le Af | SH a> 


Con. 860 ef. 515 edel no. 2 Wn yi ri 1 A 
15 1 wel PRE" j Hob 1 3 
rn neunte. 1 runs to bim, our — 
ac. 4 * 2A LF £3 4 


Hea. O Nen My dear CR, ſtand are a 
little, e AR ANA ; 
Cor. Pull him off, Fack. BY | 
Hea. nr h Map, % 0 ey Sir, we did but 
jeſt with you. bell are our, daes 
| that, we had a mind to frighten. a. Hake none you eau, 
Save us. . 4 
Sir * 8 Qons, I won' t leave: you, not T. Fig 
"Hea. Na ay but mor muſt though ; and theiefore make 


na W, n „ 295 

Sir © 9. hen you are * 8 = damm d c F x 
lows. AndI hope * Punks will give 11 1 0 2 
Mutton. 1772 — Ace ab itt x 

L. Brute. Ob, 1 tall never come omg gun, 1 


ſo frighten de. os i fr 7 T 
Con. Twas 4 narrow 'Scape deed, 


Bel. Women muſt have F Wilcke, * ie whatever iy 


whe 6-4; Fr r 
Haa. This mi e pron dad meth; 
— 43 Nez Ei 


"> 


* ne r : 


| to our Knight 1 Lake 


we have deliver d you. | . 
Is Aa. Tas true; 2. and od ns oor fe F ate bas 1 — d 
you for our Guard W e us the more willing to 
e Bs you muſt, not haye 91 
worſe Opinion of us 102 0 ee ek „ 5 Ä 5 
2 7 3 3 | a 


” * 


— 
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Hea. Ladies, you may command our Opinions 1 in- every 
thing that is to your Advantage. | 
Bel. Then, Sir, I 5 you to be of Opinion, That 
Women are ſometimes better than they. appear to Big | 
¶ Lady Brute aud Conſtant talk apart. 

Hea. Madam, you have made a Convert bf me in every 
thing. I'm grown a F ol: I cou'd be fond of a Woman. 

Bel. I thank you, Sir, in the Name of the whole Sex. 

Hea. Which Sex 1 but vourſeif cou'd ever have 
aton d for. 

Bel. Now has my Vanity a deviliſh Iteb, to know. in 
what my Merit eonſiſts. 

Hea. In your Humility, Madam, that keeps you igno- 
rant it conſiſts at al. 

Bel. One other Compliment, with that ſeri ious Face, and | 
I -hate you for ever after. | 

Hea. Some Women love to be abus' d.; 3 1 that! it you 
wou'd be at? 

Bel. No, not that neither: But I'd have Men talk 
plainly what's fit for Women to hear; j without putting em 
either to a real, or an affected Bluſh... | 

Hea. Why then „in as plain. Terms as I can find to ex- 
preſs myſelf, I could loye Jeu even to —Matri wenn itſelf 
almoſt, 5 d. Ot 2 

Bel. Juſt as Sir John did her Lats chere. What 
think you? Don't you believe one Month's time might 
bring you: down to the- ſame Indifference, only clad in a 
little better Manners, perhaps? Well, you Men are un- 
accountable things, mad till you haye your Miſtreſſes, and 
then ſtark mad till you are rid of em again. Fell me ho- 
neſtly, is not your Patience put, to a much ſeverer Trial 
after Poſſeſſion than before "I 

Hen. With a great many, I muſt confeſs it is, to gur 
eternal Scandal; but I——dear Creature, do but try 
me. Ti; 1 

Bel. That's the ſureſt way, indeed, to know, but not 
the ſafeſt. , [To Lady Brute. Madam, are not you for tax- 
in 4 Trum, the Great Walk; ? It's almoſt dark, no body 
will know us. 

L. Brute. Really I end myſelf ſomerting idle, Belinda: 
beßdes, I doat upon this little odd private. Fe But 
don't let my jazy Fancy confine you. [Conſt, Aſide. ] So, | 
ſhe wou'd be left alone with me, that's well. 

Bel. Well, we'll take one Turn, and come to you again. 


[To Heart. Come, Sir, ſhall we go pry into the Secrets of | 
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you have. 


ſome to many a poor Gentleman. 
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the Garde? Who kr ow: what Diſcoveries we may make. 
_  Hea. Madam, I'm at your Service. 5 


Con. [to Heart. aide] Don't make too much haſte back; 
for, d'ye hear I may be buſy. | . 
Hea. Enough. © {| Exeunt Belinda and Heartfree, 
I.. Brute. Sure you think me ſcandalouſly free, Mr. 
Conflant, I'm afraid 1 ſhall loſe your good Opinion of me. 
Con. My good Opinion, Madam, is like your Cruel- 


ty, neter to be remov d. 


'L. Brute. But if I ſhould remove my Cruelty, then 


| there's an end of your good Opinion... 


Con. There is not ſo ſtrict an Alliance between em 
neither. Tis certain I ſhou'd love you then better (if that 
be poſſible) than I do now; and where I love, I always 
.. 1665 97, Taro 9 | 1 
L. Brute. Indeed, I doubt you much; Why, ſuppoſe 


vou had a Wife, and ſhe ſhould entertain a Gallant ? 


Con. If I gave her juſt Cauſe, how cou'd I juſtly con- 
demn her? e | 3 | 
I. Brute. Ah; but you'd differ widely about juſt 
Cauſes. A e . i e 
Con. But Blows can bear no Diſpute. 

L. Brute. Nor ill Manners much, truljxr.. 
Cen. Then no Woman upon Earth has fo ja Puste as 
þ Brute, O, but a faithful Wife, is a beautiful Cha- 
Cor. Toa deſerving Huſband, I confeſs it is. 

L. Brute. But can his Faults releaſe my Duty? \ 1 
Con. In Equity, without doubt. And where Laws diſ- 


penſe with Equity, Equity ſhould diſpenſe with Laws. 


I. Brute. Pray let's leave this Diſpute z for vou Men 
have as much Witchcraft in your Arguments, as Women 


, * - 


have in their Eyes. n „„ 
Con. But whilſt you attack me with your Charms, tis 


| but reaſonable I aſſault you with mine. 


L. Brute. The Calc is not the fame. What Miſchief | 
we do, we can't help, and therefore are to be forgiven. - 
Con. Beauty ſoon obtains. Pardon, for the Pain that it 
gives, when it applies the Balm of Compaſſion to the 
Wound: But a fine Face, and a hard Heart, are almoſt as 
bad as an ugly Face and a ſoft one; both very trouble- 


* 5 


L: Brute. Yes, and to many a poor Gentlewoman too, 


1 can aſſure you. But pray, which of em is it that moſt 
afflicts you? e 20 


Tos. 
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Con. Your Glaſs and Conſcience will inform you, Ma- 
ae But for Heaven's ſake (10 now I muſt be ſerions)\ 
if Pity, or if Gratitude can move you; ¶Talung ber 
Hau.) If Conſtancy and Truth have power to tempt you; 
If Love, if Adoration can affect you, give me at — | 
Hopes, that time may do, what you perhaps mean never 
5 perform; twill eale my ey tho not n my 
; lame. | 

I. Brute: Your Sufferings. eas'd, your Flame wou'd 
ſoon abate: And that I wou'd preſerve, not quench it, Sir, 
Con. Wou'd you preſerve it; nouriſh it with Favours; 
for that's the Food it naturally requires. 

L. Brute. Vet on that natural Food, twould fur feit 
ſoon, ſhou'd I xefolve:to grant all you wou'd aſk. 

Cax. And in xefuling all, you ſtarve it, Forgive me 
therefore, ſince my Hunger rages, if I at laſt grow wild, 
and in my frenzy force at leaſt this from you. Ain ber 
Hand.] Or if yoy'd have my Flame ſoar higher itill, 1 5 
rant me this, and this, and Thouſands more; [ Kilfing 
Af ber. ber Hand, then. ber Neck. Lale. ] For now's the tune 
ſhe me Its. into Compaſſion... | 

L. Brute. [ aſde.] Poor Conapl Yirwe, how it ſhuns 
the Battle. O Heavens! let me go. 

Con. Ay, go, ay: Where ſhall we go, my charming 
Angel into this private . let's loſe no 
time Moments are precious. 

IL. Brute. And Lovers wild. Pray! let us lep here; 5 at 
leaſt for this 5 TY TAN "vs i 

Con. Ing. myo lll; þ e that bas 3 over you, can 
hind; nou pr ths [As be is Le e her inio the Ar- 
bour, Lad ciful we. Mad oiſelle out them, 
. rh nag + gp My fe * 

L. B 3 I'm loſt. * 

| Bf Fan. F e, ſe, fe, fe. 

Mad. 1 fe, te, fe. ＋ * 

Con. Fe, and Furies, who are theſe? Wy : 

L. Brute. O Heavens! I'm out of my Wits; sf = 
knew me, I am ruin d. 3 

Con, Don't be frighten” ws Ten thouſand: to one hey; we 


Strangers to you. 
L. Brute. Whatever they are, 1 won 't ſtay here A Mo- 


ment longer. 
Con. Whither will you go? | 
L. Brute. Home, as if the Devil were in me. 1 


where's'this Beliada nw) 
— : . Fnien 


> AUS ———————rkb 2 >. OB — 
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| Enter hende ani Heartfive. 92 wo 2 T = 
[372.41 ” | wo; 

on "Hig: rowll you are obe; I'm o frightnel, my Hais- 
ftands'an End. Let's be gone, en ene 5 

Bel. Lord, what's the matter? 7 

L. Brute. The Devil's the Matter * are Aen. 
Here's a couple of Women have done the moſt en- ö 
nent m— enn _ —_ away, _ | 


| Re-enter Lady Fanciful and Madamoifele | 105 


Fey Fax: well, Aan le, Py 4 wh 300 Wt 
how Women can ſuffer filthy F ellows to prow 10 familiar 
with em. 

Madam. Ah Madame, il u by a rien 45 i Naturel. 5 

IL. Fan. Fe, fe, fe, But oh my Heart! O 1 O 
Porture Tm upon the rack,” What hall 1 My 
Lover's loft,” Tn&er ſhall fee him mine. T Pang KAY 
But I may "Wi reven 93 and that's the! fame 8 | 
feet: Revenge! Thou welcome Thought, thou deaf | 
Balfam to my wounded Soul. Be but Propitious on Tok 


one Occaſion, I'll place my. Heaven i in thee, for all | 
Life to come.” mY 


To Woman how indulg ent Natur? « kind! 4 ee 5 45 5 
No Blaſt of Fortune Kine diſtinbs her Mind 


8 . Compliance to her Fate fu ſtilt; 105 BY fled! 
: : If Fove'x e Non t make her op 3 5 Ezeunt. 
Wh | e ie V1 37108; M914 
| Ker v. 80 7 NE, Lady Pahiful's4 
Enter Lay Fanciful wid Mailanjifetle.* | 


L. Fan. E LL Madamoiſelle ; z did you age the 
Fitch Thin ngs Fw r 144 4 * Fey 4 
"Madam. 2— Mauames:se ET 4 
* Fan. And where are they? i 1 1470 1 1 * an 
„ Niada r Logir. 6123 09 e ben 4 bt M at] at 2 
L. Fan. What, Men and all? e DOT} TSR TGREG 


— 4 PV 


IIS 


* . 
4 8 Var . 


Madam. "Tous enſemble. I en eee int a, ] 
L. Fan. O Confidence What, carry their Fellows t to 
their qwn Houſe? n rf 


Madam. s „ Mart e _ $45 bed ot 
qu 5 Ye 1 1 
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L. Fan. No, ſo I believe, truly. But he ſhall be there, 
and quickly too, if I can find him out. Well, tis a pro- 
digious thing, to ſee when Men and Women get together, 
how they fortifg one another in their Impudencę. But if that 
drunken Fool, her Husband, be to be found in e'er a Ta- 
_— in Town, i him amongſt. em: 1 lt ſpl their 

ort. 

"Mad. En werite, Madame ce Eroit ee 

L. Fan. Tis in vain to oppoſe it Madainoiſelle; there- 
fore never go about it. For I am the ſteddieſt Creature in 
the World ——when I have ee > to . Miſchief. 
So, come along. | N18 58 


FF g P , 


S EN By ar le bo Hauſe, 


Bw Conlant, 1 5 Lach Brute, Belinda, 3 
Lovewell. | | 


| 1 Brute. 


1 1 711 


e Nine AVERY af 


two: For ans, I ſcarce part till Racing r 


Bel. I'think, tis pity they ſhould ever part. 
Con. The Company that's here, Madam. 


L. Brute. Then, Sir, t e that's, here, muſt | 


rememtepe e mand els in tims , II i ore odd 
Can, Madam, we dont intend ta, forfeit, your future 


F avours, by an indiſcreet Uſage of this, The Moment | 


you give us the Signal, we ſhanſt, fail to-make our Re- 
eat. 

7 1 3 Upon 1 thoſe i Conditions theny. tet us ft dove 

to. Cards. vu Ain 

| : Wy Ae e 


„e A e 7 2 "A ntl * 
0. Lord, Madam, here's my Maker. 100 8 


in upon you; he has been quatrelſome Jondens and they 
have kick d him out of the Compan : is 


L. Brute: Into the Cloſet, Geptemen, 7 55 1 8 


fake; ; I'll wheedle him to Bed, if e a * 
Hear. fr rum into the Cloſet, ** 

| 7 ink: NA. 4a; 5 — 
MY # N Ar 


* T are "on furs you Son wennde Lowe- 


ay 
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{ 
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gave me two Kifſes—F 
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| Buter Sir John, al dirt and ech. 715 Ta | bat 

Ar The 31 gt 

g. Brute Ab—Ah——hes all over Blood. (RG 
ir J. What the plague” does the Woman —fquall 
for? Did you never ſee a Man in Pickle before? 
L. Brute. Lord, where have you been! un n 

Sir F. I have been at Cuffs. 

IL. Brute; 1 fear that is .not all. I hope you. are not 


| wounded. 


Sir F. Sound: as a Roach, Wife. „„ 1 
I. rate, I'm mighty glad do hear it. 
Sir F. You know—1 think you lye. : 
| L. Brute. You do me wrong to dk: ſo. For Heaven's 

my Witneſs, I had rather ſee my own 2 trickle down, 


than yours. 


Sir J. Then wil@be crucify'd. 

L. Brute. Tis a hard Fate, I ſhou'd not be believ d. 

Sir J. Tis a damn'd atheiſtieal Age, Wife. 

L. Brute. I am ſure I have given you a thouſand TY 
Proofs, how great my Care is of you. But, ſpite of all 
your eruel Thoughts, III ſtill perſiſt, and at this Moment, 
if I can, perſuade you to lie down, and ſleep a little. 

Sir J. de vou think I. am tee Slut, 


* Brute. Heaven forbid, x: ſhow's : But I'm afraid you 
are feveriſh. - Pray let me feel your Pulſes! 18 


Sir J. Stand off, and be damn d. N 
L. Brute. Why, J ſee your Diſtemper Wg 
Eyes. You are all on Fire. Ban, vs 990 o "Be 15 a; 
| intreat you." „ 5 O 's 4 
Sir FJ. — ac kit me, $a 5 | r ty 44 ie.) 
L. Brute. 7455 . here : v . | 
He ſtinks M7 715 Wa Nom ro 14 


Sir F. I ſee it goes damnably cavink your Stomach,— 


And therefore Kiſs me again: 


L. Brute. Nay, nom you fool me. 
Sir J. Do't, I ſay. 
I.. Brute. Iaſide.] Ahl Lord have merey pon ne. wen, 
—— there: now will you go . | 
Sir F. Now, Wife, you Bm my Gratitude. | You 
ti give Y two hundred, LX. ies, 
and. tumbles ber ** 


L. Brute. O — Pray, Sir Joby 682 Heavens, 


bt eee 
ö „ . 
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Bel. [afide.) If I were in her Pickle, I'd call my Gal- 
lant out of the cloſet, and he ſhou'd cudgel him ſoundly. 

Sir J. So, now you being as dirty and as naſty as my- 
ſelf, we may go pig together. But firſt I muſt have a Cup 

of your cold Tea, Wife. [Going to the Cloſet.) 
. Brute. O I'm ruin'd ! There's none there, my Dear. 

Sir F. I'Il warrant you, I'll find ſome, my Dear. | 

L. Brute. You can't open the Door, the Lock's ſpoil'd; 
J have been turning and turning the Key this half Hour to 
no Purpoſe. I'll {end for the Smith to-morrow, | 

Sir J. There's ne'er a Smith in Europe can open a Door 
with more Expedition than I can do—As for Example, — 
Pou. ¶ He burſts open the Door with his Foot.] ——How 
now] What the Devil have we got here? ——Conftant 
Heartfree And two Whores again, I'gad—— This 
is ag worſt cold Tea————that ever I met with in my 
Life N HP el, 25 


* 


| Euter Conftanteud HenreGoe, 


L.. Brate. [afid?s) O Lord, what will become of us? 
Sir J. Gentlemen ——— I am your very humble Ser- 
vant -I give you many Thanks -I ſee you take 
Care of my Family I ſhall do all I can to return the 
Obligation. 1 5 1 n 

Con. Sir, how oddly ſoever this Buſineſs may appear to 
you, you'd have no cauſe to be uneaſy, if you knew the 
Fruth of all things; your Lady is the moſt virtuous Wo- 
man in the World, and nothing has paſt, but an innocent 
Frokeks- +7077 EASE al ETHER EIN os 
Hea. Nothing elſe, upon my Honour, Sir. 
Sir 7. You are both very civil Gentlemen ————And ; 
my Wife, there, is a very civil Gentlewoman ; therefore a 
I don't doubt but many civil things have paſt between you. 
Vour very humble Servant. N WE F 
L. Brute. [aſide to Conſt.] Pray be gone: He's fo drunk | 
he can't hurt us to-night, and to-morrow Morning you 
ſhall hear from us. „ i MR. +; 
Con. I'll obey you, Madam. Sir, when you are cool, 
you'll underſtand Reaſon better. So then I ſhall take the 
pains to inform you. If not ———T wear a Sword, Sir, 
and ſo good by t'ye. Come along, Heartfree, '[Exeunt. 
Sir F. Wear a Sword, Sir- And what of all that, 
Sir? He comes to my Houſe ; eats my Meat ; lies with 
my Wife; diſhonours my Family; gets a Baſtard to inhe- 
rit my Eſtate And when I alk a civil Account of 405 hy 
r ; ; 18 


— — — 
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this Sir, ſays he, I wear a Sword Wear a Sword, 
Sir? Ves, Sir, ſays ho, I wear a Sword It may be 
a good Anſwer at Croſs- 2 but tis a damn'd one 
to à Man in my vhimſical Circumitance——— Sir, ſays he, 
I wear a Sword ¶To Lauy Brute. ] And what do you wear 
now:2 ha tell me. [Sitting | down in à great Chair.) 


What you are modeſt, and can 't— —Why then Ell tell you, 
you Slut, you. You wear an impudent lewd Face 


——A damn'd, deſigning Heart———And a Tai 
and a Tail full of {He falls faſt afleep ſuoring.] 

L. Brute. So; thanks do mand ene vac faſt Ne: 
ſome Hours. 

Bel. Tis well he is up that. we may have. Links: to o lay. 
our Story handſomely en we ne 150 like HO . to. 
ders ourſelves ol. 

L. Brute. What wall ve „ Belinda ?. j 

Bel. [pmuſing.} I'll tel you : It muſt all light. up- 
on Heartfree and I. We'll ſay: he has courted me ſome 
time, but for Reaſans unknown. to us, bas ever been very 
earneſt the thing might be kept from Sir John. That there- 
fore hearing him upon the Stairs, he run into the Cloſet, . 
tho! againſt our Will, and Conſtant with him, to prevent 
Jealouſy. And to- give this' a good impudent- Face of 
Truths, (that TEanay deliver you from the — 1185 are 

| er Pl een, if he pleaſes, marry him. 

L. Brute: Im beholden to you, Couſin; but that wou d 
be carrying the Jeſt a little too far for your own fake: You: 
know he's younger Brother, and has nothing. uh * 

Bel. Tis true: But I like him, and have Fortune | 
enough to keep us above Extremity: I can't ſay, I Wou'd 
live with him in- à Cell, upon Love and Bread and Butter: 
But F had. rather have the Man Ilove; and à middle State 
of Life, than that Gentleman in nennen ay twice 

your Ladyſhip's Splendour. 

L. Brute. In truth, Niece, you are 0 he right on . 1 
fon Lam very uneaſy with my Ambition. But perhaps 
had I married as you'll do, — have been as ill us d. 

: Bel. Some Riſk, I do confeſs, there alwaysis: But if a Man 
has the leaſt Spark, either of Hondun or Good- nature, he can 

never uſe a Woman ill, that loves him, and makes his, For- 
tune both. Vet I muſt oon to you, fome- little ſtruggling . 
ſtill have, with this teafing Ambition of ours. For Pride, 

TIA Fou know, is as natural to a Woman, as tis to E Saint. 

I can't help being fond of this Rogue; and yet it goes to 

#4 my Heart, to think I muſt never whiſk to Hide-Park, with 

above a Pair of Horſes; have no Coronet upon my Coach, 
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nor à Page to carry up my Train. But above all that 
Buſineſs of Place Well; en en * watery, 2 
tine | 

E, Brat, Eſpecially a a Quprrel, "4A 
of a Riya}. But pray 3 3 ant, for "hang 
10 A119 my Mind; for o' my Conſcience, were't not for 
your Affair in the Balance, I ſhou'd. go near to pick up 
ſome odious Man of Quality yet, and an take pour | 
Hearifree for a Gallant. * | 
L. Brute. Then him you muſt haves: however things go? 
1 N Wa] „d 
Brute, y, we may pretend E aka we owilt: but tis a 
| 3 frag yi to live without the Man we love. 0 
pecially when we are married to the Man we 
| wh Prop tell me: Do.the Men. of the Town ever be- 
lieve us virtuous, when they ſee us do ſo ? 
L. Brute. O; no: Nor indeed hardly, let us do what 
we will. The moſt of them think,. there is no ſuch thing 
as Virtue, conſider” d in the ſtricteſt Notions of it: And 
therefore when you hear em ſay, ſuch a one is a Woman of 
Reputation, oy on!. mean ſhe's a Woman of Diſcretion. 
For they conſider we have no moreReligion than they have, 
nor ſo much Morality ; 3 and between you and I, Belinda, 
Im afraid the want of Inclination ſeldom protect any of 


. But what think you of the Fear of being found. 
out. L 
L. Brute. 1 think that never kept :ny Woman virtu- $4 

ous long. We are not ſuch Cowards neither. No: Let 
us once paſs Fifteen, and we have too good an Opinion of 
our own Cunning, to believe the World can penetrate into 
what we wou'd keep a Secret. And fo, in ſhort, we can» 
nol reaſonably blame the Men for jutlging of us by them- 
ſelves. : 
Bel. But ſure we are not ſo wicked as they are, after all? 
IL. Brute. We are as wicked, Child, but our Vice lies 
another ay: Men have more Courage than we, ſo they 
commit, more bold impudent Sins. They quarrel, fight, 
ſwear, qrink, blaſpheme, and the like: Whereas: we, be- 
in e only. backbite, tell Lies, cheat at 44H 
ad K ſo forth. But tis late: Let's end our Difcourſe for 
to-night, and out of an exceſs of Charity, take a ſmall 
Care of that naſty, drunken Thing there Do but look 
at 1 52 22 


tis a favour: Diſh, 3 
1 1. Brute. 
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L. Brute. As ſavoury as tis, 1 m cloy'd with't. Pr'ythee 5 


call the Butler to take away. 


Bel. Call the Butler >—Call the Stavenger ! [To A 85 | 
want within.) Who's there: Call Rafor 7 Let him take . 


away his Maſter, ſcour him clean with a little Soa Soap 
Sand, and ſo 1 him to Bed. 
L. Brute. Co 


this Matter even. 
Bel. With all my Heart. 


L. Brute. Good Night, * Dex bee a how 


5 9 John.] 5 


Enter Rafor. 


aß. My Lady there's a Wa —My Maſter there's's a 

Cuckold. Marriage is a N ing Women have de- 
ved Appetites My Lad iy 's a Wag; Thave heard all; 

Ph all ; yo. PII tell all; for | 


ave ſeen all; I underſtan 

my little French æuoman loves News dearly. This Story'll 
js her Heart, or nothing will. [To his Maffer.] Come, 
Sir, your Head's too full of Fumes at preſent, to make 
room for your Jealouſy ; but I reckon we ſhall haye rare 
work with you, when your Pate's empty. Come to your 
Kennel, 72 cuckoldy, drunken Sot, a * i 
out uon bs Back. . N 


8 & E N r, 2 Fanciful' Hoe. 975 on 


Euter Lady Fanciful and Mad a noi 
L. fen UT, why did not you tell me before, Ms. 


moifelle, that Refor and you were fond Bok i 


Mad. De Modeſty hinder me, Matam. 7 

L. Fan. Why thy; Modeſty does often hinder us OY 
doing things we heve an extravagant mind to. But does | 
he love you well enough yet, to do any thing you bid im 10 


Do you think, to oblige you, he wou ſpeak Scandal * 


Mad. Matam, to oblige your Ladyſhip, he mall peak 


Blaſphemy. 


L. Far! Why then, Madamoiſelle, III ten vou hät 


. you ſhall do. You ſhall engage him to tell his Maſter, - 


all that _ at Spring- Garden : I have a mind he: Rog d 
now w 


Madam. 1q g e Madame. 


2 * 
F 


me, Belinda, I'll een * with you to-night 
ard in the Morning ' we'll fend for our Gentlemen to bly 


TR - 955 


at a. Wite antl a Niece he has got. VV 


Enter 


7 
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Enter a Footman, who ſpeaks 40 Madamoiſelle apart. 
Foot. Madamoiſelle, yonder's Mr. 1 8 deſires to ſpeak 8 


with you. 
Madam. Tell him, I come preſently. [Exit Frotman. 1 
Raſor be dare Matam. 
. Fan, That's fortunate; Well, I'll leave you toge- 

ther. And if you find him ſtubborn, Madamoiſelle—hark 
you—don't refuſe him a few little reaſonable Liberties, . to 
put him into Humour, diet þ 

Madam. Laiſex may faire. [Exit Lady Fanciful. 

[Raſor peeps in ; and ſeeing Lady Fanciful gone, runs to 
.  Madamoiſelle, takes ba about theNeck, and kiſſes ber.] 
Madam. How now, Con 5 1 | 
 Rafor. How now, Modeſt 

Madam. Who make you fo 7 familiar; Sirrah ? 

Raſor. My Impudence, Huſly. 
0 Stand off, Rogue - Face. | 
Ra Ah —Madameijell —preat News at our Houſe, 
— Why vat be de matter? 5 
Raſor. The matter? — why, Uptails, All's the Matter. 
Madam. Tu te mocque de may. 3 

Rafor. Now do you long to know the Particulars : The 
Time when: The Place where: The . how. 
But I won't tell you a Word more. 
Madam. Nay, den dou kill me, Raſor. | 

Rafor. Come, kiſs me, then. [Clapping his Hands be. 
Hind bim.] 

Madam. Nay, pridee tell me. 

Raſor. G by t'ye. Going. ] 

Madam. Hold, hold: I will kiſs dee. [Kiſſing bin. ] 
Raſor. So, that's civil: Why now, my pretty Poll; 
my Goldfinch; my little Waterwagtzil you muſt 
know, that Come, kiſs me again. ts a 

Madam. I won't kiſs de no more. 

Raſor. Good by t'ye. Going. ] 

Madam. Doucement ; Dere : es tn content? (Kitas bim. 1 

Raſor. So: Now T'll tell thee all. Why the News is, 
That Cuckoldom in Folio is newly pr inted; and Matrimony 
in Quarto, is juſt Nes into che Preſs. Will you buy any 


Books, Madamoiſelle | 
Madam. Tu parle comme un Librair ; - de Devil no un- 
derſtand dee. | 
Raſor. Why then, that I may make myſelf ;ntelligible. 
to a Waiting-woman, I'll ſpeak like a Valet de Chambre. 

. Lady has cuckokled my Maſter. 
Ma „Bon. | Raſor 0 
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Kar. Which we take very ill from her Hands, I can 
tell her that. We can't 70 N Matter of F act upon 
her. . 

Madam. N'in 


KRaſar. But we 1 dat nen of Fact had like 


to have been upon her. 

Madam. Ouy-da. ' 

Keaſor. For we have ſuch \ bloody Circumſtances. 

Madam. Sans doute. __ 

Rafor. That any Man of Parts s may draw nn con- 
cluſions from em. 

Madam. Fort bien. [ond 1 

Raſor. We found a couple of tight well-built Gentle | 
| mien, ſtuffed into her Ladyſhip' 's Cloſet. - 1 

Madam. Le Diable. e 

Raſor. And I, in my particular Perſon, have diſcover'd 
a molt damnable Plot, how to. perſuade my poor Maſter, | 
that all this Hide and Seek, this ill in the Wiſp, has no 
other meaning. than a Chriſtian Marriage for ſweet Mrs. 
Belinda. 

Madam. Une Marriage 1 les ph. TH 
RNeafor. Don't you interrupt me, Huſſy; tis agreed, I 

fay. And my innocent Lady, to wriggle herſelf out at the 
Back - door of the Buſineſs, turns Went arriage-Bawd to her 
Niece, and reſolves to deliver up her fair Body, to be tum- 
bled and mumbled, by that young * 
Heariſi ee. Now are you ſatisfy d? | 

Madam. No. | 

| Refer. Right Woman ; always, gaping for more. ” 

Madam. Dis be all den, dat you know? 

Raſer. All? Ay, and a great deal too, L inde." 

Madam. Dou be Fool, dou know noting. 8 
mon pauvre Raſor. Dou ſees des two Eyes bes two 
Eyes have ſee de Devil. | 
 Raſor. The Woman's mad. 

. ee In en dat Rogue Conflant meet. 
'dy La 
"Rater Bon n. F 

N II tell de no more. 

aſor. rythee, my Swan. 

S 8g —— Lis me ke (Clapping ber Hands bes 
bind her as he did before.] 

Raſor. I won't kiſs you, not I. 0 

Madam. Adieu. [Gomg.]J 

Raſor. Hold: Now proceed... [Gives her a hearty 


K. | 
77 "Mc 
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| Made, A ca I hide myſelf in one cunning 
Place, where I hear all, and ſee all. Firſt dy drunken 
Maſter come mal a propos; but de Sot no know his own 
dear Wife, ſo he leave her to her 8 Den de Game 
begin. De Lover ſay ſoft ting: De Lady look upon de 
Ground. [ As /he ſpeaks, Raſor flill acts the. Man, and fbe 
the Woman.) He take her by de Hand: She turn her Head 
an oder Way. Den he ſqueeze very hard: Den ſhe pull— 
very ſoftly. AM he take her in his Arm: Den ſhe give 
him leetel Den he kiſs her Tettons. Den ſhe fay— 
Piſh, nay > Den he tremble : Den ſhe—ſigh. . Den 
he ull her into de. Arbour : Den ſhe pinch him. 
aſor. Ay, but not fo hard, you Baggage, you. 
Madam. Den he grow bold : She ety weak, he tro 
her down, il tomble deſſu, le Diable aſſiſt, il emport tout; 
Raſor ftruggles with her, as if he would throw her down.) 
| ſtand off, Sirrah.. . 
| Rapor. You have ſet me a- fire, yau u Jade you. 
Madam. Den go to the River — quench dy ſelf. 
Raſor. What an unnatural Harlot this ! | 
Madam. Raſor. [ Looking anguiſoingly on bm 
Raſor. Madamoiſelle. 
Madam. Dou no love me? -_ 
Raſar. Not love thee M than: 4 Frenchman does 
Sou 2 
33 Den dou will refuſe por os I bididee ? | 
| Raſor. Don't bid me be damn d then 
Madam. No, yu tell dy maſter, all I have tell dee: of 
A, ot on piles tte 1107-4 hol 
Reaſor. Why, vou little nbd Stoepet as Nt 1 
ſhou'd you. like to {erv'd-ſo ?. | 1 
Madam. Dou diſpute den „ 1 ; 
Raſor. Hold——But why wilt thou make me be fuck a 
Raze wy Dean... 511 3 | 
dam. Voila un vrai  Anglois 1 4 amoureux et cefen- 
dant il weut raiſonnar. Vat en au Diable | 
Raſor. Hold once mare : In hopes chou i. give me up 
thy Body, I reſign thee up my Soul. 
adam. Bon, ecoute donc; ——If dou. fail me——T ne- 
ver ſee de more if dou obey e m abandonne a 


toy, [She takes him about the Neck, and gives him a 
fmacking Kiss. 55 Ea adamoiſelle. 

Raſor. [icking. bis hs J Not * a Seay — apy 
wine Ot. LO I APY e : 
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Enter Lab Fanciful a Madamoiſelle. 


1. Fan. Ma ſay ye? Will the two Things marry ? 
Madam. * . Madame. * arry 5 
L. Fan. Look you, Madamoiſclle, in ſhort, I can't 
„ ol I find I can't If once I ſee em a- bed 
I ſhall have ten thouſand Thoughts in my Head 
E make me run diſtracted. Therefore run and call 
"Refer back immediately; for ſomething muſt be done to 
ſtop this impertinent LY ih If I can but defer it four 
and twenty Hours, I'll make fuch Work about Town, 
_ that little, pert Slut $ Reputation, he {hall as ſoon 
marry a Witch. 
Madam. Lalide. 1 La 2 Bien inlentionce. [Exeunt. 


i Cc E N E, Conſtant + Lodgings. 
Enter Conſtant and Heartfree. 


. B v | T what dot think will become of this 1 Bu- 
els? | 
Hea. "Tis eaſier to think what will not come ont. 
Conſt. What's that? | | 
Mea. A Challenge, I Snow: the Knig t 100 wall! thr 
Fama his dear Body will Ry; prevai upon his noble 
| Lect 3 1 2 
ut tho e not challen me he 
may whey to challenge his Wife. ge perhaps 
Hea. Not if you whiſper him in the Bar, you \won't 
have him doit, 'andthere's no other way left 155 1 ſe. 
For, as drunk as he was, he'll remember you and I were 
where we ſhou'd not be ; and I don't think him quite 
Blockhead enough yet, to be perſuaded we were got into 
his: "Oe, 8 Cloſer _ to peep into her n A 
a, ©” 
e Fun is eee b e Letter,” 9 
Sed. Sir, here's a Letter, «Potter brought 3 3 7, 
"Ro 0 bo, here's Inſtructions for us. [Reads] Te 
Accident that has happen d has touch our Invention 


20 the quick: We wou'd fain come off, without your 


Belp; but find _ that's "impoſſible. In a Word, the whole 
Buſineſs muſt be "thrown upon a Matrimonial Intrigue, 
_ between. Friend and mine. But if the: Parties are 
_ wot fond "enough, to go quite through with. the matter; 
"tis ſufficient for our Turn, they own the Deſign. Mell! 


Jong ee enough to break ihe Match, Adieu. —Well, 
Woman 


Pd 


Iz? + 
**, 


ell, Woman for Invention! how long wou'd my 


Blockhead have been Leg this Hey, Heari- | 
an? Pr'ythee be chearful; What 


free: What, muſing, 
ſay ſt thou, Friend, to this matrimonial Remedy? 
Hea. Why, I fay it's worſe than the Diſeaſe. 
Con. Here's a Fellow for you: There's Beauty and 
Moneꝝ on her Side, and Love wp to the Ears on his: and 
et — 1 ! 
Heng. And yet, I think; ? may reaſonably he) allow'd to 
boggle at marrying the Niece, in . "ey nent that 
are debauching the Aunt. 
Cu,. Why, truly, there may hy ſomething in that. 


But have not yuu' 4 good Opinion enough of your own 


Parts, to believe you cou'd keep a Wife to yourſelf ? 
Hea. I ſhou'd have, if I had a good Opinion enough 
of hers, to believe ſhe cou'd do as much by me. For to 


do em right, after all, the Wife ſeldom rambles, till the 
7 H 6 


and ſhews her the way. ep Wee! 


Conf. Pis true, à Man of real Worth, aber. ever is a 


Cuckold, but by his own Fault. Women are not natu- 


rally lewd. ; there muſt be ſomething to urge em to it. 


They Il cuckold a Churl, out of Revenge; 3 2 Fool, be- 
cauſe they deſpiſe him; a Beaſt, becauſe they loath him. 
But when they make bold with a Man they once had a 
well grounded Value for, tis becauſe they” firſt * them- 
ſelves neglected by him. 


Hea. Nay, were I well. aſſur d that J mou'd never grow 


Visc Lobe, I neler ſhow'd fear Belinda wou'd play 
Lady. But our Weakneſs, thou know'ſt, m Friend 


con its i in-that very C s we ſg impudently: up- * 


on (indeed) a ſteadier an more generous Sex. 
Confl, Why, Faith, we are a little date in that 
2 that's the truth on't. But this is wonderful, to 
| ou grown ſo warm an Advocate for thoſe whom (but 
80 1 y) You took io much Pains to abuſe. 
Hea. A Repo ens run into ö Bigot 


makes the boldeſt Atheiſt; and the coyeſt Saint, the moſt 


extravagant Strumpet. But, pr'ythee, adviſe me in this 
Good and Evil, this Life and Death, this Bleſſing and 


Curſing, that's ſet before me. Shall I mary ON die a 


Maid? 


Ar my going to engage. Love 's the Forlorn Hope, which 
is ſoon eut off; the Marriage-Knot is the main Body, 


which, may Hand _ a long 27 Co; and nes 


i 36 Ti 2-41 18 
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. Confl., Why-faith, Heartſree, Matrimony is like: an | 


* 
. mmm CE EEE INI. 
. : e . = 


————— ö —— — — I—_— 


= PHE PRONOR D. WITT. 


| Sotho Rear 3 which rarely gives neun Jong a. | 
a . the main has A Being. 9 . Pr nk. 3157 esa N 
, ee then 3 Joe! adviſe me ta whore on 5 
ou do. 473. ot 
7 Conft. * hat s-not eee — "For mo Nania be 
2 Lottery, in which there are a wond rous many Blanks; 
yet there is ane Ineftimable Lot, in which the only . 
| ven on Earth is written. Wou'd your kind Fate but 
3 guide your Hand to that, the I were wrapt in all that TY 
. ury itſelf could clothe me with, I ſtill hou'd envy you. 


= Hea. And juſtly too; for to be capable of loving 
| daoubtleſs, is better than to poſſeſs a thouſand. But how | 
_ far that-Capacity's.inme,. alas, L know Di 
_ _ Conft, But you wou'd rp WS Cy reid on avs Þ 
1" Hee. I wou'd ſa. wu een I 9 

\ 1 Cn. Matrimony will, fame, you. 8 one Flight 


Reſolution carries you tothe . of Experience; where, 
in a very moderate time, you'll know the 8 af 
— _ of I'm niſtulien. Wav; 

ent Je Va 0 (fits ls Es vo #2 0 A Lene, 


=. ſe 6 4s? e AHF: b tust "19 x NT 

5 Wd | 9320 Wo if: ty: £0 ao # Rod Sant oth: apr Twi. 

8 Bel.) E LL. Madand, in what Amwer have from 
nx em? „ n I bel el. 
—_ . 17 Brute. That they'll be here this Same 1 fanc 
= *twill-end in a Wedding: Em ſure hie s a Fool if it don't. 
| Ten thouſand, Pounds, and ſuch a Iſs as you hre, in 
F ' cont le Offer ſa a younger Brother.'/But are not you 
= | under ftr 11 n Prythee, him pen Pulte 
= bent? Sores © ants 

1 o Hi oh, bud Mawes, Fihavscmuth; 2 te bel valiant: 


mie u — feel very ſtrange to go te: Bed © avMan'?-; 
_ L. Brute. Um it does feel wlittie odd at ferlt, bat i. 
"FS, noeme nf 5 THY of 0 A nr 


44 A „ fg An 9” N 4 i 4552 s chblod of zal 
4 


55 1 8055 Ba, Conſtant and Heartfree. > 
X 4 , 


e hilt Din: hong 


= 1 lod eee Gee How: have you 


. 0 after your 1 ? : 46 
Heart. Some careful . UF Laden o. your ag. 
| 2042 O07 2102 1 if" LA 


el. recult u en your: own on I be. 
lieve, have hindered you — 1 [Pray how does 
this matrimonial Project reliſh with you ? 
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Heart. Why, faith, e en as ſtorming Tons . uh 
Seiter where. the Hopes of delicious Plunder daniſhes | 
the Fear of heing knock d op the Head, 

Bel. Is it then poſſible, after all, chat you dare ink 
of downright lawful Wedlock ? | 
Han, Madam, you have made me ſo fol- hardy, 1 dare 


dom thing. 
Bel. Then, Sir, I challenge you-3 and Matrimony «the . 


| where ] & 
Tarn 'Tis ET] In not fail. Lade. 80, now, 
I am in for Nehles Voyage 5 a grent Leap in the Dark. 
L. Brute, Well, Gentlemen, this Matter bein 
eluded then, have you get yeur Leſſons ready; Por Sir 
Johr is growing ſych #n Atheiſt of late, he'll believe no- 
thing upon eaſy Terms? 
Cn. We'll. find weys te extend his Faith, Madam. 
But pmy ha do you find him this Morning? 
L. Brem. Moſt lamentably {et rx chewipg-the Cud | 
after laſt Night's Diſcovery, of which however he had 
but a confus d Notion e'en now. But I'm afraid the Va- 
let de Chambre has told him all ; for they are very buſy to- 
ether at this Moment. When 1 told him of Belinda s 
Naawinge I had no other Anſwer but a Grunt: From 
which, you may draw what Conclußons you think fit. 


Burt to e Gentlemen, he's here. 
Enter Sir John and Raſor. 45. 


< 


+ Gin Noe mw, Sir. 
t Good - morrow, Sir Jobe, I'm very ſorry A 
Indifcretion ſhou'd cauſe ſo much Diſorder in your Pa- 


milx. 
Sir 5. Difonlers generally come from: Indiſcretian, Sir' ; 


*tis no ſtrange thing at all. 
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L. Brute. I hope, my A you are ſatisfied there was 1 


no wrong. intended. 
Sir J. None, my Dove. 
Bel. If not, I hope my Conſent to marry Mr. Heart 


Free will convince you. For as little as I know of Amours, 
Sir, I can aſſure you, one Intrigue is 8 bring four 
People together, without further Miſchief. 

Sir F. And 1 know too, that Intrigues tend to e | 
tion af more kinds than one. One Intrigue will beget 


wor ig as ſoon as beget a Son or a Daughter, 
Con. I am very ſorry, Sir, 5 ſee you ſtill ſeem unſatis- 
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 fy'd with a Lady, whoſe more than common Virtue, I 
am ſure were ſhe my Wife, .ſhou'd meet a better Uſage. 


with a Bull. What'the Plague did I marry h 
"knew ſhe did not like me; it ſhe had, ſhe wou'd # 


that a living Dog is better than a dead Lion 
and Heart.] Gentlemen, now my Wine and my Paſſion 


— 


— 


Sir J. Sir, if her Conduct has put a Trick upon her 


Virtue, her Virtue's the Bubble, but her Huſband's the 


Loſer. ; | 
Con. Sir, you have receiv'd a ſufficient Anſwer already, 


to juſtify both her Conduct and mine. You'll 'pardon 


me for meddling in your Family. affairs: but I perceive I 


am the Man you are jealous of, and therefore it concerns 


Cen. Well, Sir, if Truth and Reaſon won't content 
you, I know but one way more, which, if you think fit, 
you may take. | : 


Sir F. Lord, Sir, you are very haſty : If I had been 
found at Prayers in your Wife's Cloſet, I ſhou'd have al- 
low d you twice as much time to come to yourſelf in. 

Con. Nay, Sir, if Time be all you want, we have no 


arrel. 3 


 Hea. I told you how the Sword wou'd work upon 
dim. [Sir John muſes.) „ 


Con. Let him muſe; however, I'll lay fifty Pound our 
Foreman brings us in, Not Guilty. „ 
Sir J. [afide:] "Tis well - tis very well In ſpite 
of that young Jade's matrimonial Intrigue, T am a down- 
right ſtinking Cuckold Here they are——Boo— 
{ Putting his Hand to bis Forehead] Methinks, I cogld butt 
of for? I 
Have lain 
-with me; for I wou'd" have done fo, becauſe I:lik'd her; 
but that's paſt, and I have her. And now, what ſhall I 
do with her? 
grow inſdlent if I don't, that Goat there, that Stalli- 
on, is ready to whip me thro' the Guts The debate 


then is reduced to this; ſhall I die a Hero, or live a Raſ- 


cal ?—Why, wiſer men than I have long ſince con ad, 
0: 0 


are governable, 1 muſt own, I have never obſerv'd any 
t üng in my Wife's courſe of Life, to back me in my Jea- 


' loſy of ber: But Jealouſy's a Mark of Love; fo ſhe need 


not trouble her Head about it, as long as I make no more 


Words on t. 


3 42 4 . . ; ln 
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Sir F. Wou' d it did not concern me, and then I ſhou'd 
not care who it concern'd. | | 


if I put my Horns into my Pocket, ſhe'll 
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4 F 1. 


Lady Fanciful enters diſuivd and addreſſct Belinda oy. 


Con. I m glad to ſee yoyr Reaſon rule at laſt. Give 
me your Hand: I hope y look upon me as you are 
wont. 

Sir 23 Vour humble Servant. [afide. A wheedling . 
Son of a Whore. 

Hea. And that I may be ſure you are Friends with me 


too, pray give me ee Conſent to ed your Niece. 
Sir. F. Sir, y it with all my Heart: Damn me 


if you han't. [afide. J. Tis time to get rid of her: A 
young, pert Pimp; ſhe'll make an CER Baud i in 


Ipetl tune. : 
Kae a Servant, 1 gives Heartfree a Letter. 


Bel. on. Wow Fe Huſband, ſay you? 'tis impoſlible. 
L. Fan to· kind Heaven it were] but tis too 


true; and in the World there lives not ſuch a Wretch. 
I'm young; and either IJ have been flatter'd by my Friends, 
as well as Glaſs, or Nature has been kind and generous to 
me. I had a Fortune too was greater far than he could 
ever hope for; but with my Heart I am robb'd of all the 
reſt. I am ſlighted and Fm beggar” d both at once; I have 
ſearce a bare ſubſiſtence from the villain, yet dare complain 
to none; for he has ſworn, if ever 'tis | known I. am. his- 
Wife, he'l] murder me. -[Weeping. 7 6: rug 
Bel. The Traitor ! 


L. Fan. T accidentally was told he RINGS "x you : : Cha- = 


rity ſoon prevaiPd upon me to prevent your Miſery ; and, 
as you ſee, I'm ſtill ſo generous even to him, as not to 
ſuffer he ſhould do a thing, for which the Law might take 
away his Life. [ Weeping. ] 
Bel. Poor Creature ! ! how I 272 her! [they continue 
talking aſide.] 
Heart, (afide.] Death and Damnation!—Let me e ade 
it again. Reads. ] Tho I hade a particular Reaſon nat 
to let you know who TI am till 7 ſee you; yet you'll eajily 
beliew. tis a faithful Friend that gives you this Advice. 1 
have lain wwith Belinda (Good I) I have a Child b, her 
(Better and better!) avhich is now at Nurſe ;. (Heaven be 
prais'd!) and I think the Foundation laid for another: 
(Ha! Old Traepenny!) No Rack cou'd have tor- 


he, 


tur'd this ee from me; but Friendſbip has done it. IE. 5 
D 2 1 


_ 4 
(2X55 
22 1 
4 . 5 
+ ; * 
* - py 


LF, 
1 
7 
1 
N * 
x 
* 6 
* J 
* 
- 5 
_ 
5 - 
\ 
U 
[X 
1 . 
: 
. 
= 
2 
is 
= 
_— 
1 3 \ 
7 
* 1 "2 
_— 
r 
rH 
1 
1 7 5 
. 
7 : 
U 
* 
fk 
Ai 
! 
2 7 


1 1 again, Adieu. W458 Exit Lady Fanciful, 
. to i Come, Madam, ſhall we ſend for the 


and that I believe my Friend here has already done ve 
_ faithfully, rf pig tne 


dam, the leſs apt we ſhall be to commit Overſights; there- 
Months. 


wonder you want time to reſalve. | 


___ fpoil'd it makes me ready to weep again. A Pox o this 
impertinent Lady Fanciſul, and her Plots, and her French- 


that if I had married him 
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| beard of your Deſign to marry ber, and cun' d not ſee 


abusd. Make uſe of my Advice, but keep my Secret till I 


Parſon? I doubt here's no Buſineſs for the Lawyer: 
Younger Brothers have nothing to ſettle but their Hearts, 


Bel. [ ſcornfully.) Are you ſure, Sir, there are no old 


Mortgages upon it? | 
Heart. Teal If you think there are, Madam, it 


mayn' t be amiſs to defer the Marriage till you are ſure they 


are paid off, | | 
Bel. [ afide.) How the gall'd Horſe kicks! [To Heart.] 


We'll deter it as long as you pleaſe, Sir. 
Heart. The more time we take to confider on't, Ma- 


fore, if you pleaſe, we will put it off for juſt nine 
Bel. Guilty Conſciences make Men Cowards; | don't 


Heart. And tliey make Women deſperate 3 I don't 


wonder you were ſo quickly determin de. 


Bel. What does the Fellow mean ? 
Heart. What does the Lady mean? 
Sir J. Zoons what do you both mean? [Heart. and 
Bel. walk chafing about.] | 5 
Raſor. [afede.) Here is ſo much Sport going to be 


woman too; ſhe's a whimſical, ill- natur d Bitch, and 


when I have got my Bones broke in her Service, tis ten 


to one but my Recompence is a Clap; I hear them titter- 


ing without ſtill. I cod, I' een go lug them both in by 


the Ears and diſcover the Plot, to ſecure my Pardon. 


r yt: Exit Raſor, 
Con. Pr'ythee explain, Heartfree. 1 
Hea. A fair Deliverance ; thank my Stars and my 


Friend. 2 


Bel. Tis well it went no farther ; a baſe Fellow 
I. Brute. What can be the meaning of all this? _ 
Bel. What's his Meaning, I don't know; but mine is, 
I had had no Huſband. 
Hea. And what's her Meaning I don't know; but 


mine is, that if I had married her—I had had Wife 
-/  eqvugh, —- EE ook Sir 
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Sir J. Your People of Wit have got ſuch cramp ways 
of expreſſing themſelves, they ſeldom comprehend one an- 


other. Pox take you both, will you ſpeak that you ma 
de underſtood? FO © © n 


| Enter Rage in Sackclth, pulling in Lady Fanciful and 
1 Madamoiſelle. 4; | 


Raſor. 1 they won't, here comes an Interpreter. | 


L. Bryte. Heavens ! what have we here? | 
Raſor, A Villain——but a repenting Villain. Stu 


which Saints in all Ages have been made of. 


All. Raſor! | | 
rute. What means this ſudden Metamorphoſe ? 

Gr. Nothing without my Pardon. 

Brute. What Pardon do you want? 3 

Raſor. Imprimis. Your Ladyſhip's; for a damnable 


Lie made upon your ſpotleſs Virtue, and ſet to the Tune 


of Spring-gardens. [To Sir John.] Next, at my generous 


Maſter's Feet I bend, for interrupting his more noble 
Thoughts with Phantoms of diſgraceful Cuckoldom. [T9 
Conſt. ] Thirdly, I to this Gentleman apply, for making 


him the Hero of my Romance. [To Heart.] Fourthly 
your Pardon, noble Sir, I aſk, for clandeſtinely marrying 
you, without cither bidding of Banns, Biſhop's Licence, 


Friends Conſent——or your own Knowledge. [To Bel.] 


And, laſtly, to my good young Lady's Clemency I come, 


for pretending the Corn was ſow'd in the Ground, before 
ever the Plough had been in the Field. | 


Sir J. [a/ide.] So that after all, *tis a moot point, whe- 


ther Iam a Cuckold or not. 


Bel. Well, Sir, upon Condition you confeſs all, TI 


pardon you myſelf, and try to obtain as much from the 
"reſt of the Company. But I muſt know then who *tis has 
put you upon all this Miſchief ? 


Raſor. Satan, and his Equipage ; Woman tempt at 


Luſt weakened me,———and fo the Devil overcame me; 


as fell Adam, ſo fell J. ES 
Bel. Then pray, Mr. Adam, will you make us acquaint» 
ed with your E? | : 


ah. 1 Madam. ] Unmaſk for the Honour of France. 
Alt. | 


Madamoiſelle BY 


Mad. Me aſk ten touſand Pardon of all de good Com- 


. 9 
Pegir 5. Why this Myſtery thickens inſtead of clearing 
| | up . 
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; you Joy, fince you have own'd your Marriage yourſelf — 
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up. [To Raſor.] You: Son of a Whore you; put us out 
of our Pain. . 

Raſor. One Moment brings Sunſhine. [ Shewvin Ma- 
dam.] Tis true, this is the Woman that tempted me, 
but this is the Serpent that tempted the Woman ; and if my 
Prayers might be heard, her Puniſhment for ſo doing ſnou'd. 


be like the . s of old [Pulls off Lady Fanciful's 
Mt.] She ſhould lie upon her "OWN a EE Ng of her- 


All. Lady Fanciful! 

Bel. Impertinent! 

L. Brute. Ridiculous! 

All. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 
Bel. I hope your Ladyſhip: will give me leave to wiſh 


[To Heart.] I vow 'twas ſtrangely wicked in you to think of 


another Wife, when you had one already ſo e as 
her Ladyſhip. 


Al. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! : 
L. Fan. [ Aſde.] Confuſion ſeize em, as it ſeizes me! 

Mad. Que le Diable e toute ce Mauraut de Raſor. 
Bel. Your Ladyſhip ſeems diſorder' d: A breeding 


Nun, perhaps, Mr. Heartfree : Your Bottle of Hung: T | 
a 


ter to your Lady. Why, Madam, he ſtands as u 
concern'd, as if he were your Huſband in earneſt. 
L. Fan. Your Mirth's as nauſeous as yourſelf. Belinds 


you think you triumph over a Riyal now: Helas ! ma pau 
VEre fille. Where'er I'm Rival, there's no Cauſe for Mirth. 


No, my poor Wretch, tis from another Principle I have 
acted. I knew that thing there wou'd make ſo perverſe a 
Huſband, and you ſo impertinent a Wife, that leſt your 


mutual Plagues ſhould make you both run mad, I chari- 
tably would have broke the Match. He! he! he! he! he! 


[Exit laughing aſfectedly, Madamoiſelle follewing ber. ; 
Mad. He! he! he! he! he! | | 

All. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! | 
Sir F. [Afade.] Why now, this Woman will be married | 


to ſomebod y too. | 
Bel. Poor Creature | what a Paſſion ſhe? s in! but I for- 


give ber. 


Heart. Since you have ſo much Goodneſs for her, I hope 


j you'll pardon my Offence too, Madam. 
Bel. There will be no great Difficulty in that, bits 


am guilty of an equal Fault. 


Heart, Then Pardons being paſt on all Sides, pray | let's 
Cas, 


| to-Church to conclude the y” s Work. 
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Con. But before you go, let me treat you, pray, with » 


Song a new married Lady made within this Week; it may 
be 0 uſe to "you both. 


E2 
s ON G. 


FH EN ielding 757 to Damon's Flame, 


IJ funk into his Arms; 
He ſauor: K. d ever be the ſame, 
hen rifled all my Charms. 
.But fond of what he'd long defir” d, 
| 00 greedy of his Prey, 
MH Shepherd's Flame, alas ! expir'd 
ö the Verge Day. | 


. 

My Innocence in Lowers Wars, 
Reproach'd his quick Defeat ; 

Confus'd, aſham'd, and bath'd in Tears, 
I mourn'd bis cold Retreat. 

At length, Ab Shepherdeſs ! cry'd 0 
Mou d you my Fire renew, 

Alas, vom muſt retreat like me, 


Tait boft if you Re. 
Heart. So, Madam; now had the Parſon but * his 
Buſineſs 


Bel. You'd be half weary of your Bargain. | 
Heart. No, lure, I might diſpenſe with one Night 8 


Lodgin 
Bel. Fm ready to try, Sir. 
Heart. Then 5 $ to Church: | 
And if it be our Chance to diſagree 
Bel. Take heed——the Foe Huſband's Fate you re. 


Exeunt OMnes. - 
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By another Hand. 


Spoken by Lady Bayrzgnd Beute A. 


- Thy Brute. O Ep $ 37 

Belinda. N* ples, Fg how — 

Lady Brute. Lord! How Hall we excuſe it to the Town? 5 

Bel. Why, aue muſt r en ſay ſomething of our own. 

Lady Brute. Our own!. Ay, that waſh needs be precious fluff. 
Ws Pt tay my Life, they ll like it well OW" 

Come, faith, begin—— — 

Lidy Brute. Excuſe me, after you. © 

Bel. Nay, pardon me 12 that, 7 3 my Cue, | 

Lady Brute. O For the World, 1 OS not bawe Precedence. | 

"Bf... O Lord! | 

Lady Brute. I favear 8 8 

Bel. A n \ 

Lay Brute. I'm all Obedience. 

5 Firſt then, an] before aur Deum i is be, 1 


| De Third Day is 275 1. 
Bel. Na and the Sixth... : = Ge 
Lady Brute. We ſpeak not from the 3 now, nor is it 
” His Cauſe ——-(T want a Rhyme) 
Bel. That we ſollicit. | 
Tadp Brace Then ſure you cannot hae the bearts to ehen Mn. 
| Aud damn us —— © | 55 
| Bel. Damn us ! Let em if they dare. | 
1 Brute. Why, if they ſhould, what Pausen- remains 
Bel, Fiermal Exile from behind our Scenes. 
Lady Brute. But if they're kind, that Sentence we'll recal. 
1 Pe can be grateful—— | CES: 


Bel. And have avberewithal. 


